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**  Ah,  Vice  !  how  soft  are  thy  voluptuous  ways  ! 

While  boyish  blood  is  mantling,  who  can  'scape 
The  fascination  of  thy  magic  gaze  ? 

A  Cherub-hydra  rouud  us  dost  thou  gape. 
And  mould  to  every  taste,  thy  dear,  delusive  shape." 
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A  KOMANCE  OE  CITY  LIEE. 


Introduction. 

I  conceive  it  to  be  a  prominent 
fault  of  most  of  the  tales  of  fiction 
that  are  written  and  published  at  the 
present  day,  that  they  are  not  suffi- 
ciently natural — their  style  is  too 
much  exaggerated — and  in  aiming  to 
produce  startling  effects,  they  depart 
too  widely  from  the  range  of  proba- 
bility to  engage  the  undivided  inter- 
est of  the  enlightened  and  judicious 
reader.  Believing  as  I  do  that  the 
romance  of  reality — the  details  of 
common,  every  day  life — the  secret 
history  of  things  hidden  from  the  pub- 
lic gaze,  but  of  the  existence  of 
which  there  can  be  no  manner  of 
doubt, — are  fraught  with  a  more  pow- 
erful and  absorbing  interest  than  any 
extravagant  flight  of  imagination  can 
be,  it  shall  be  my  aim  in  the  follow- 
ing pages  to  adhere  as  closely  as  pos- 
sible to  truth  and  reality,  and  to  de- 
pict scenes  and  adventures  which  have 
actually  occurred,  and  which  have 
come  to  my  knowledge  in  the  course 
of  an  experience  by  no  means  limited 
— an  experience  replete  with  facilities 
for  acquiring  a  perfect  insight  into 
human  nature,  and  a  knowledge  of 
the  many  secret  springs  of  human 
action. 

The  very  favorable  reception  which 
my  former  humble  productions  have 
met  with,  at  the  hands  of  a  kind   and 


indulgent  public,  will,  I  trust,  justify 
the  hope  that  the  present  Tale  may 
meet  with  similar  encouragement.  It 
certainly  shall  not  prove  inferior  to 
any  of  its  predecessors  in  the  variety 
of  its  incidents  or  the  ifiterest  of  its 
details  ;  and  as  a  romance  of  city  life, 
it  will  amply  repay  the  perusal  of  all 
country  readers,  as  well  as  those  who 
reside  in  cities. 

With  these  remarks,  preliminary 
and  explanatory,  1  proceed  at  once  to 
draw  tide  curtain, and  unfold  the  open* 
ing  scene  of  my,  drama. 


Chapter  I. 

The  blind  Basket-maker  and  his  family. 

It  was  a  winter's  day,  and  piercing 
cold  ;  very  few  pedestrians  were  to  be 
seen  in  the  streets  of  Boston,  and 
those  few  were  carefully  enveloped 
in  warm  cloaks  and  great  coats,  for 
the  weather  was  of  that  intense  kind 
that  chills  the  blood  and  penetrates  to 
the  very  bone.  Even  Washington 
street — that  great  avenue  of  wealth 
and  promenade  of  fashion,  usually 
thronged  with  the  pleasure-seeking 
denizens  of  the  metropolis — was  com- 
paratively deserted,  save  by  a  few 
shivering  mortals,  who  hurried  on 
their  way  with  rapid  footsteps,  anxious? 
to  escape  from  the  relentless  and  iron 
grasp  of  hoary  winter      And   yet    on 
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that  day,  and  in  that  street,  there 
stood  upon  the  pavement  directly  op- 
posite the  "  Old  Soutli  Church,"  a 
young  girl  of  about  the  age  of  four- 
teen years,  holding  in  her  hand  a 
small  basket  of  fruit,  which  she  offer- 
ed to  every  passer-by.  Now  there 
was  nothing  very  extraordinary  in 
this,  neither  was  there  anything  very 
unusual  in  the  meek  and  pleading 
look  of  the  little  fruit  girl,  as  she 
titnldly  raised  her  large  blue  eyes  to 
the  face  of  every  one  who  passed  her 
— for  such  humble  callings,  and  such 
mute  but  eloquent  appeals,  are  the 
common  inheritance  of  many,  very 
many  of  God's  poor  in  large  cities, 
and  do  not  generally  attract  any  great 
degree  of  notice  from  the  careless 
(and  too  often  unfeeling)  children  of 
prosperity; — but  there  was  something 
in  the  appearance  of  that  pale,  sad 
girl,  as,  in  her  scant  attire  she  shiv- 
ered in  the  biting  wind,  not  often 
met  with  in  the  humble  disciples  of 
poverty — a  certain  subdued,  gentle 
air,  partaking  of  much  unconscious 
grace,  that  whispered  of  better  days 
gone  by. 

At  length  the  clock  in  the  steeple 
of  the  ",Old  South  "  pronounced  that 
the  dinner  hour  had  arrived — and, 
despite  the  intense  cold,  the  street 
soon  became  alive  with  people  hurry- 
ing to  and  fro ;  for  what  weather  can 
induce  a  hungry  man  to  neglect  that 
important  era  in  the  events  of  the 
day — his  dimier  ?  The  perfumed  ex- 
quisite hurried  by,  to  fulfil  an  appoint- 
ment and  dine  at  Parker's  ;  the  more 
sober  and  economical  citizen  hasten- 
ed on  his  way  to  "  feed  "  at  some  es- 
tablishment of  less  pretensions  and 
more  moderate  prices ;  while  the 
mass  of  the  diners-out  repaired  to 
appease  their  hunger  at  the  numerous 
cheap  refectories  that  abound  in  the 
neighborhood.  But  the  poor,  forlorn 
little  fruit  girl  stood  unnoticed  by  the 
passing  throng,  which  like  the  cur- 
rent  of  a   river    hurried    by,   leaving 


her  upon  its  margin,  a  neglected, 
drooping  flower. 

"  Ah,"  she  murmured — "  why  will 
they  not  buy  my  fruit  ?  I  have  not 
taken  a  single  penny  to-day,  and  how 
can  I  return  home  to  poor  grandfather 
and  my  little  brother,  without  food  ? 
Good  people,  could  you  but  see  them, 

your  hearts  would  be   softened ." 

And  the  tears  rolled  down  her  cheeks. 

While  thus  soliloquizing,  she  had 
not  noticed  the  aj)proach  of  a  little 
old  man,  in  a  faded,  threadbare  suit, 
and  with  a  care-worn,  wrinkled  coun- 
tenance. He  stopped  short  when  he 
saw  that  she  was  weeping,  and  in  an 
abrupt,  yet  not  unkind  manner,  in- 
quired — 

"  My  child,  why  do  you  weep  ?" 

The  girl  looked  up  through  het 
tears  at  the  stranger,  and  in  a  few  art- 
less words  related  her  simple  story. 
She  was  an  orphan,  and  with  her  lit- 
tle brother,  lived  with  her  grandfather. 
They  were  very  poor,  and  were 
wholly  dependant  upon  a  small  pit- 
tance which  the  grandfather  (who 
was  blind)  daily  earned  by  basket 
making,  together  with  the  very  smalt 
profits  which  she  realized  by  the  sale 
of  fruit  in  the  streets.  Her  grandfa- 
ther was  very  ill,  and  unable  to  work, 
and  the  poor  family  had  not  tasted 
food  that  day. 

"Poor  thing — poor  thing!"  ex- 
claimed the  little  old  man,  when  she 
had  concluded  her  affectirjg  narrative. 
He  straightway  began  fumbling  in  his 
pockets,  and  it  seemed  with  no  very 
satisfactory  result,  for  he  muttered — 
"  The  devil !  I  have  no  money — not 
a  copper ;  bah !  I  can  give  nothing. 
But  hold !  where  do  you  live,  my 
child?" 

The  girl  stated  her  place  of  resW 
dence,  which  was  in  an  obscure  but 
respectable  section  of  ihe  city.  The 
little  old  man  produced  a  greasy 
memorandum  book  and  a  stump  of 
a  pencil,  with  which  he  noted  down 
the  direction  ;  then,  uttering  a  grunt 
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si  jatisfaction-,  but  wi-thout  saying  a 
single  word,  he  resumed  his  w;ilk, 
and  was  soon  lost  in  the  crowd. 

Evening  came,  and  with  it  a  furi- 
ous snow-storm.  Madly  the  wind 
careered  through  the  streets — now 
fiercely  dashing  the  snow  into  the 
faces  of  such  unfortunate  travellers 
as  chanced  to  be  abroad  in  that  wild 
weather — now  shaking  the  roofs  of 
crazy  old  houses — and  now  tearing 
away  in  the  distance  with  a  howl  of 
triumph  at  its  power.  The  storm 
fiend  was  abroad — the  elements  were 
at  war  .  and  yet  in  the  midst  of  that 
furious  tumult,  the  poor  fruit  girl  was 
toiling  on  her  way  towards  her  hum- 
'b!e  home.  She  reached  it  at  last.  It 
was  a  poor  and  lowly  place,  the  abode 
of  humble  but  decent  poverty;  yet  the 
angel  of  peace  had  spread  hei  winos 
there,  and  contentment  had  sat  with 
them  at  their  frugal  board.  True,  it 
was  but  a  garret ;  yet  that  little  fami- 
ly, with  hearts  united  by  holy  love, 
felt  that  to  them  it  was  a  home.  And 
then  its  little  window  commanded  a 
distant  view  of  a  shining  river,  and 
green,  pleasant  fields  beyond;  and  all 
day  long,  in  fine  weather,  the  cheer- 
ful sunshine  looked  in  upon  them, 
casting  a  gleam  of  gladness  upon 
their  hearts.  It  had  been  a  happy 
tiome  to  the  poor  blind  basket-maker 
and  his  grandchildren;  but  alas!  sick- 
ness had  laid  its  heavy  hand  upon  the 
aged  man,  and  want  and  wretchedness 
had  become  their  portion 

The  girl  entered  vvith  a  sad  heart, 
for  she  brought  no  relief  to  the  hun- 
gering and  sorrowing  inmates  of  that 
lowly  dwelling.  Without  saying  a 
word  she  seated  herself  at  the  bed- 
side of  her  grandfather,  and  taking 
^his  hand  in  hers,  bedewed  it  with  her 
tears.  The  old  man  turned  towards 
■her,  and  snid — 

"  Thou  art  weeping,  Fanny — what 
distre^^ses  thee?  Tears  are  for  the 
aged  and  the  sorrrowing — not  for  the 
young.     Thou  hast   not   brought   us 


food  ? — well,  well ;  the  will  of  Heaven 
be  done !  I  shall  soon  be  in  the  grave, 
and  then  thou  and  Charley " 

"No,  no,  grandfather,  pray  don't 
say  so,"  cried  the  poor  girl,  sobbing 
as  if  her  heart  would  break — "what 
should  we  do  without  you  ?  Heaven 
may  spare  you  many  happy  years.  I 
can  work  for  you,  and " 

"So  can  I,  too/'  rejoined  her 
brother  Charley,  a  lad  eight  or  nine 
years  of  age — "  and  only  to-day  I  got 
a  promise  from  Mr.  Scott  the  tailor, 
that  I  might,  when  a  little  older,  run 
of  errands  for  him,  and  my  wages 
will  be  a  dollar  and  a  half  a  week — 
only  think  how  much  money  I  shall 
earn  !' 

"Thou  art  a  brave  little  man,"  said 
the  grandfather — "but,  my  children, 
let  us  put  our  trust  in  God,  and  if  it 
is  His  will  that  my  earthly  pilgrimage 
should  end,  be  it  so  !  Thank  Heaven, 
I  owe  nothing,  and  can  die  at  peace 
with  all  the  world." 

It  had  long  be«n  Fanny's  custom  to 
occupy  an  hour  or  so  every  evening, in 
reading  to  her  grandfather.  But  that 
evening  she  did  not,  as  usual,  draw 
up  the  little  table,  and  open  the  pages 
of  some  well-thumbed,  ancient  vol- 
ume, to  read,  for  perhaps  the  twenti- 
eth time,  of  the  valorous  deeds  oj 
some  famed  knight  of  the  olden  time, 
or,  mayhap,  of  the  triumphant  death 
of  some  famed  martyr  for  religion's 
sake.  For  alas!  the  frugal  but  whole- 
some meal  which  had  always  preceded 
tht  jeading  of  those  ancient  chroni- 
cles, was  now  wanting;  and  the  little 
family  sat  listening  to  the  raging  oi 
the  pitiless  storm  without,  and  count- 
ing the  weary  moments  as  they  pass- 
ed. 

The  bell  in  a  neighboring  steeple 
had  just  told  the  hour  of  nine,  when, 
as  the  echo  of  the  last  stroke  died 
away  in  the  distance,  a  heavy  step  was 
heard  ascending  the  stairs  that  led  to 
their  humble  apartment.  As  the  sou^ 
approached    nearer,   Fanny  heardf  » 
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voice  occasionally  giving  utterance  to 
expressions  of  extreme  irritation  and 
impatience,  accompanied  by  certain 
sounds  indicating  that  the  person, 
whoever  it  might  be,  often  stumbled 
upon  the  dark,  narrow  and  somewhat 
(lelapidated  stair-case.  "Blood  and 
bomb-shells  !"  exclaimed  a  voice — '  I 
shall  never  reach  the  top,  and  my 
shins  are  broken.  The  devil  !  there 
I  go  again.  Corporal  Grimsby,  thou 
art  an  ass,  and  these  stairs  are  the 
devil's  trap  !"  And  here  the  luckless 
unknown  paused  a  moment  to  breathe, 
rub  his  shins,  and  refresh  himself  with 
an  emphatic  imprecation  upon  all 
dark  and  broken  stair-eases  in  gener- 
al,but  upon  that  one  in  particular.  At 
this  moment,  Fanny  made  her  appear- 
ance at  the  landing  with  a  light,  and 
was  astonished  to  behold  her  new  ac- 
quaintance of  that  afternoon,  the  lit- 
tle old  man  who  had  inquired  her 
residence.  A  most  rueful  expression 
sat  upon  his  visage,  and  he  carried 
upon  one  arm  a  huge  basket.  The 
friendly  light  enabled  him  soon  to 
reach  the  end  of  his  journey;  he  en- 
tered the  little  room  without  ceremo- 
ny, and  depositing  his  burden  upon 
the. table,  exclaimed — 

"  Hark'ee,  child,  I  am  an  old  sol- 
dier, and  not  apt  to  grumble  at  trifles, 
but  sabres  and  blunderbusses  I  I  nev- 
er before  got  into  such  a  snarl. — 
Mounting  the  ramparts  of  the  enemy 
was  mere  child's  play  to  it!"  •  Here 
he  began  to  take  out  the  contents  of 
the  basket,  meanwhile  keeping  up  a 
running  commentary,  during  which 
his  countenance  wore  an  expression 
of  the  most  intense  ill-humor,  in 
strange  contrast  with  the  evident  be- 
nevolence of  his  character  and  inten- 
tions. He  found  fault  with  every- 
thing which  he  had  brought,  although, 
in.  truth,  the  articles  were  all  of  ex- 
cellent quality. 

"Here,"  said  he,  with  a  growl  of 
dissatisfaction — "is  a  pair  of  chickens 
— starved,    skinny  imps,  for   which  I 


paid  double  their  value  to  that  knave 
of  a  poultry  merchant — bah  !  And 
here  are  some  French  rolls,  that  I'll 
be  sworn  are  as  hard  as  the  French 
cannon  balls  that  were  thrown  at 
Austerlitz.  These  vegetables  are 
well  enough,  and  this  pastry  hath  a 
savory  smell,  but  pistols  and  cutlasses! 
this  wine  looks  as  sour  as  General 
Grouty's  face  on  a  grand  parade.  Let 
me  draw  the  cork  and  taste — no,  by 
the  nose  of  Napoleon  !  it  is  excellent 
— fit  for  the  great  Frederick  himself. 
Here,  child,  haste  and  spread  a  cloth, 
for  I  am  hungrier  than  a  Cossack. 
Powder  and  shot!  we  shall  have  a 
supper  fit  for  a  Field  Marshal !" 

By  this  time  the  eccentric  but  kind 
old  man  had  placed  upon  the  table  all 
the  materials  of  an  excellent  and  sub- 
stantial repast.  This  done,  he  turned 
to  the  grandfather  of  Fanny,  who 
had  listened  to  his  speech  with  much 
astonishment,  and  exclaimed — 

"  Cheer  thee  up,  old  friend,  cheer 
thee  up,  and  pick  a  bone  with  us  ; 
here,  wash  the  cobwebs  from  thy 
throat  by  a  hearty  draught  from  this 
flask.  I  am  an  old  soldier,  and  love 
all  men ;  I  stand  on  no  ceremony  ; 
so  fall  to,  fall  to!" 

Saying  this,  he  seated  himself  at 
the  table,  and  having  seen  that  afl. 
were  duly  supplied  with  a  liberal  por- 
tion of  the  edibles,  he  commenced 
the  attack  with  a  vigor  truly  surpris- 
ing. Nor  were  the  others  at  all  back- 
ward in  emulating  so  good  an  exam- 
ple. The  grandfather,  whose  illness 
had  mainly  been  produced  by  a  lack 
of  those  little  luxuries  so  essential  to 
the  debilities  and  infirmities  of  ad- 
vanced age,  after  partaking  sparingly 
of  what  was  set  before  him,  felt  him- 
self much  bettered  and  refreshed 
thereby ;  and  Fanny,  who  had  dried 
her  tears,  and  satisfied  the  cravings  of 
hunger,  smiled  her  gratitude  upon 
the  kind  provider.  Little  Charley 
had  already  become  much  attached  to 
"good  Corporal  Grimsby,"  who  ha4 
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given  him  such  a  nice  supper — while 
the  latter  gentleman,  having  finished 
his  meal,  drew  forth  an  antiquated 
pipe,  having  a  Turk's  head  for  the 
bowl  and  a  coiled  serpent  for  the 
stem,  which  having  lighted,  he  pro- 
ceeded to  smoke  with  much  gravity 
and  thoughtfulness.  Not  a  word  did 
he  utter,  but  smoked  away  in  silence, 
until  the  clock  struck  ten  ;  then  pock- 
eting his  pipe,  and  depositing  the  now 
empty  flask  and  dishes  in  the  basket, 
he  announced  his  intention  of  de- 
parting. The  grandfather  was  cut 
short  in  a  grateful  acknowledgment 
of  the  stranger's  kindness,  by  the  ab- 
rupt exit  of  that  singular  personage, 
who  bolted  down  stairs  with  a  precipi- 
tancy that  was  truly  alarming,  scarce 
waiting  for  Fanny  to  light  him  down. 

This  singular  visit  was  of  course 
the  subject  of  much  surprise  and  con- 
jecture in  the  little  family  of  the  blind 
basket-maker;  but  when  Fanny  relat- 
ed how  the  stranger  had  accosted  her 
in  the  street,  and  inquired  her  resi- 
dence, they  concluded  that  he  was 
some  eccentric  but  benevolent  person, 
who  had  taken  that  method  of  con- 
tributing to  the  relief  of  their  wants. 

And  who  was  this  queer  little  old 
man,  so  shabby  and  threadbare — so 
"  full  of  strange  oaths," — so  odd  in 
"his  manner,  yet  so  kind  in  his  heart — 
calling  himself  Corporal  Grimsby — 
who  had  come  forward  at  that  oppor- 
tune moment  to  supply  a  starving 
family  with  food  ?     Time  will  show. 


Chapter  II. 

Innocence  in  the  Grasp 'of  Lust. 

The  day  which  succeeded  the 
stormy  night  described  in  the  last 
chapter,  was  an  unusually  fine  one. 
The  sun  shone  clear  and  bright,  and 
many  people  were  abroad  to  enjoy  the 
fine,  bracing  air,  and  indemnify  them- 
selves for  having  been  kept  within 
doors   on   the  preceding   day.     The 


streets    were   covered  with    an  ample 
garment  of  snow,  and   the  merry  mu 
sic  of  the   sleigh-bells    was    heard  in 
every  direction. 

At  an  early  hour,  Fanny  Aubry 
(for  that  was  the  name  of  our  Utile 
heroine,)  issued  from  her  dwellino-, 
and  taking  the  sunny  side  of  the 
streets,  resumed  her  accustomed  per- 
ambulations, with  her  basket  on  her 
arm.  Fanny  was  small  for  her  age, 
but  exceedingly  pretty;  her  eyes  were 
of  a  dark  blue — her  hair  a  rich  au- 
burn— her  features  radiant  with  the 
inexpressible  charm, of  youth  and  in- 
nocence. I  have  said  that  her  air 
was  superior  to  her  condition;  in 
truth,  every  motion  of  hers  had  in  it 
a  certain  winning  grace,  and  her 
step  was  light  as  a  fawn's,  although 
her  figure  was  not  without  a  certain 
degree  of  plumpness,  which  gave 
ample  promise  of  a  speedy  voluptuous 
developement.  Though  plumpness  in 
the  female  figure  is  considered  by 
many  criticisers  of  beauty  to  be  in- 
compatible with  perfect  grace,  I  agree 
with  those  who  regard  it  as  decidedly 
preferable  to  an  e.^cessive  thinness, 
though  the  latter  be  accompanied 
with  the  lightness  of  a  zephyr,  and  the 
grace  of  a  sylph. 

Dress  is  sometimes  acknowledged 
to  be  a  sign  of  character — and  th« 
dress  of  Fanny  Aubry  certainly  in- 
dicated the  native  refinement  of  her 
mind — for  though  poor  in  material 
and  faded  by  long  use,  it  was  well  put 
on  and  scrupulously  neat — indeed, 
there  was  something  almost  coquettish 
in  the  style  of  her  bonnet  and  the  ar- 
rangement of  her  scanty  shawl— too 
scanty,  alas  !  to  shield  her  adequately 
from  the  inclemency  of  the  weather. 

As  she  passed  along  the  street,  her 
beauty  and  prepossessing  appearance 
attracted  the  attention  of  many  gay 
loiterers,  who  regard  her  with  various 
feelings  of  admiration,  pity,  and  sur- 
prise that  one  so  lovely  should  pursu* 
so  humble  an  occupation ;  nor   wer« 
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there  wanting  many  well-dressed  lib- 
ertines, young  and  old,  who  gazed 
with  eyes  of  lustful  desire  upon  the 
fair  young  creature,  evidently  so  un- 
protected and  so  poor. 

Reader,  pardon  us  if  for  one  brief 
moment  we  pause  to  contemplate  the 
Wack  and  hideous  character  of  the 
BEDUCER.  Should  the  teeming  hosts 
of  hell's  dominions  meet  in  grand 
convention,  amid  the  mysterious  dark- 
ness and  lurid  flames  of  their  eternal 
abode — should  that  infernal  conclave 
of  murderers,  robbers,  monsters  of 
iniquity,  perpetrators  of  damning 
crimes,  possessors  of  black  hearts  and 
polluted  souls  on  earth,  whose  mighty 
sins  had  sunk  them  in  that  burning 
pit — should  all  those  lost  spirits  se- 
lect from  among  their  number,  one 
fiend,  the  worst  of  them  all,  to  repre- 
sent them  all  on  earth — unite  within 
his  being  all  the  crimes  of  which  they 
had  collectively  been  guilty — to  show 
mankind  how  vast  and  stupendous 
have  been  all  the  sins  perpetrated 
since  the  creation  of  the  globe  — 
that  fitnd  could  not  cast  a  blacker 
shadow  upon  human  nature  than  doth 
the  seducer  of  female  innocence. 
Oh  !  if  there  be  one  wretch  living 
who  deserves  to  be  cast  forth  from 
the  society  of  his  fellow  men — if  there 
be  one  who  deserves  to  be  trod  on  as 
a  vrnomous'  insect,  and  crushed  as 
the  vilest  reptile  that  crawls — it  is  he 
who  calmly  and  deliberately  sets  him- 
self about  the  hellish  task  of  accom- 
plishing the  ruin  of  a  weak,  confiding 
woman — and  then,  having  sipped  the 
sweets  and  inhaled  the  fragrance  of 
the  flower,  tramples  it  beneath  his 
feet.  Will  not  the  thunderbolts  of 
Omnipotant  wrath  shatter  the  perjured 
soul  of  such  a  villain? 

But  to  resume.  Fanny  Aubry  pur- 
sued her  walk,  and  was  so  fortunate 
as  to  escape  the  insults  (except  such 
ns  were  conveyed  in  glances,)  of  the 
many  libertines  who  are  ever  ready  to 
lake  advantage  of  a  female  in  a  situa- 


tion like  hers.  As  she  was  passing 
a  magnificent  mansion  in  a  quarter  of 
the  city  mainly  occupied  by  the  resi- 
dences of  the  aristocracy,  a  beautiful 
young  lady  alighted  from  a  s|)lendi(l 
sleigh,  and  observing  the  little  fruit 
girl,  beckoned  her  to  approach.  Fan- 
ny modestly  complied,  and  the  young 
lady,  with  one  of  the  sweetest  smiles 
imaginable  selected  an  orange  from 
her  basket,  and  taking  out  a  purse, 
presented  her  with  a  bright  gold  coin. 

"  I  have  no  change,  Miss,"  said 
Fanny,  in  some  confusion. 

"  lieep  the  money,  my  poor  girl," 
rejoined  the  young  lady,  with  a  looTi 
of  deep  compassion,  as  a  tear  of  piiy 
dimmed  her  bright  eyes — "I  am  sure 
you  need  it ;  you  are  much  too  pretty 
for  such  an  employment.  If  you  will 
try  and  pass  this  way  to-morrow  at 
about  this  time,  you  may  see  me 
again." 

Amid  Fanny's  heartfelt  thanks,  the 
young  lady  entered  the  mansion,  and 
the  door  was  closed. 

Poor  Fanny  !  she  resumed  Tier 
journey  with  a  light  heart.  She  nev- 
er before  had  possessed  so  much 
money.  Five  dollars!  the  sum  seem- 
ed inexhaustable,  and  she  began  to 
devise  a  thousand  plans  to  expend  i». 
to  advantage — and  the  fact  that  she 
herself  was  not  included  in  any  of 
those  plans,  was  a  beautiful  illustra- 
tion of  the  unselfishness  of  her  char- 
acter. Not  for  a  moment  did  she 
dream  of  appropriating  it  to  the  pur- 
chase of  a  good  warm  shawl  or  dres« 
for  herself,  although,  poor  girl  !  she 
so  much  needed  both.  She  would 
buy  a  nice  comfortable  rocking-chaif 
for  her  grandfather;  or  a  thick  great- 
coat for  little  Charley — she  couldn  t 
make  up  her  mind  which,  she  loved 
them  both  so  much — yet  when  sbe 
thought  of  the  poor,  sick,  blind  oJ3 
man,  a  holy  pity  Triumphed  over  siS' 
terly  affection,  and  she  resolved  upon 
the  rocking-chair.  Then  she  deter- 
mined to  hasten   homewards  to  eoni' 
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municate  her  good  fortune  to  her 
friends ;  and  on  her  way  she  could 
not  help  thinking  of  the  beautiful 
young  lady  who  had  given  her  the 
money,  of  her  sweet  smile,  and  the 
kind  words  she  had  spoken  ;  and  won- 
dered if  she  should  really  see  her 
again  the  next  day.  These  thoughts, 
and  the  hope  of  seeing  her  benefac- 
tress again,  made  her  feel  very  hap- 
py ;  and  she  was  hastening  towards 
her  home  with  a  glad  heart,  when  her 
footsteps  were  arrested  by  a  crowd  of 
those  dissolute  young  females,  who 
pervade  every  section  of  the  city,  and 
are  universally  known  as  "  apple 
girls." 

These  girls  are  usually  from  ten  to 
fifteen  years  of  age,  and  are  prover- 
bial for  their  vicious  propensities  and 
dishonesty.  Under  pretence  of  sell- 
ing their  fruit,  they  are  accustomed 
to  penetrate  into  the  business  por- 
tions of  the  city  particularly  ;  and  in 
doing  this  they  have  two  objects  in 
view.  In  the  first  place,  if  on  enter- 
ing an  office  or  place  of  business,  they 
find  nobody  in,  an  opportunity  is  af- 
forded them  for  plunder;  and  it  is 
needless  to  say  they  are  ever  ready  to 
steal  and  carry  off  whatever  they  can 
Jay  their  hands  on.  Secondly,  these 
girls  have  been  brought  up  in  vice 
from  their  infancy ;  they  are,  for  the 
most  part,  neither  more  nor  less  than 
common  prostitutes,  and  will  freely 
yield  their  persons  to  whoever  will 
|)ay  for  the  same. — Should  the  mer- 
chant, or  lawyer,  or  man  of  business, 
into  whose  office  one  of  these  "  apple 
girls"  may  chance  to  intrude,  solicit 
her  favors  (and  there  are  many  mis- 
creants, respectable  ones,  too,  who 
do  this,  as  we  shall  show,)  and  offer 
her  a  small  pecuniary  reward,  he  has 
only  to  lock  his  door  and  draw  his 
curtains,  to  accomplish  his  object 
without  the  slightest  difficulty.  Thus, 
their  ostensible  employment  of  selling 
fruit  is  nothing  but  a  cloak  for  their 
real  trade  of  prostitution  and  thieving. 


The  profanity  and  obscenity  of  thei? 
conversation  alone,  is  a  sufficient  evi- 
dence of  their  true  character. 

The  girls  whom  we  have  mention- 
ed as  having  encountered  Fanny  on 
her  return  home,  were  a  squalid  and 
dirty  set,  though  several  of  them  were 
not  destitute  of  good  looks,  as  far  as 
form  and  features  were  concerned. 
They  surrounded  her  with  many  ti 
fierce  oath  and  ribald  jest,  and  it  was 
easy  to  see  that  they  were  jealous  of 
her  superior  cleanliness  of  person  and 
respectability  of  character. 

"  Ha,  ha !"  cried  one,  a  dirty-faced 
wench  of  thirteen,  clutching  Fanny 
fiercely  by  the  arm,  while  the  poos 
girl  stood  afraid  and  trembling  in  the 
midst  of  that  elfish  crew — "ha.,  ha! 
here  is  my  fine  lady,  with  her  smooth 
face  and  clean  gown,  who  disdains  to 
keep  company  with  us,  and  do  as  we 
do  !  Let  us  tear  off  her  clothes,  auci, 
roll  her  in  the  mire  '" 

They  were  proceeding  to  act  upon 
this  suggestion,  when  Fanny,  bewil- 
dered  and  speechless  with  terror^ 
dropped  her  gold  coin,  which  she 
held  in  her  hand,  upon  the  ground 
It  was  instantly  snatched  up  by  oneot." 
the  gang,  who  was  immediately  at- 
tacked by  the  others,  and  a  fierce 
struggle  ensued,  for  the  possession  of 
the  coin,  the  young  wretches  tearing^ 
scratching  and  biting  each  other  like 
so  many  wild  cats.  During  this  con- 
flict, Fanny  made  off  as  fast  as  she 
could  run,  but  was  followed  and  over- 
taken by, one  of  the  gang,  a  l.rgt 
girl  of  fifteen,  who  was  known  among 
her  companions  by  the  pleasing  title 
of  "Sow  Nance."  She  was  a  thief 
and  prostitute  of  the  most  desperate 
and  abandoned  character,  hideoutily 
ugly  in  person,  and  of  a  disposition 
the  most  ferocious  and  deceitful. — 
Laying  her  brawny  hand  upon  Fan- 
ny's shouIder,she  said,  in  a  hoarse  and 
croaking  voice — 

"  See  here.  Miss  What's-yer-name, 
I  wants  to  speak  to  you,  if  you  please 
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You  needn't  be  afraid  of  me,  for  I 
won't  hurt  you.  Them  thieving  hus- 
sies has  got  your  money,  and  you 
*  must  make  up  your  loss  the  best  way 
you  can.  Look  at  my  basket — you 
see  it's  empty,  don't  yer?  I've  sold 
all  my  fruit  already,  and  if  you'll  go 
with  me,  I'll  show  you  a  nice  gentle- 
man who  will  buy  all  the  fruit  in  your 
little  basket,  and  pay  you  well,  too 
It's  not  far — will  you  go  with    me  r" 

The  prospect  of  effecting  a  speedy 
sale  of  her  stock  in  trade,  was  too 
temping  to  be  resisted  by  poor  Fanny, 
especially  in  view  of  the  severe  loss 
she  had  just  sustained,  in  being  robbed 
of  the  money  whioh  the  kind  young 
lady  had  given  her.  She  therefore 
gladly  consented  to  accompany  Sow 
Nance  to  the  nice  gentleman  who 
would  pay  her  so  well  for  the  contents 
of  her  basket. 

Poor,  innocent,  unsuspecting  Fan- 
ny !  she  little  thought  that  the  aban- 
doned creature  at  her  side  was  leading 
her  into  a  snare,  imminently  danger- 
ous 10  her  peace  of  mind  and  future 
happiness!  "  I  will  save  up  money 
enough  to  buy  grandfather  a  rocking- 
chair,  after  all,"  thought  she,  as  she 
gaily  trudged  onward,  while  ever  and 
anon  Sow  Nance  would  glare  savage- 
ly at  her  from  the  corners,  of  her 
snake-like  eyes.  It  is  one  of  the  worst 
qualities  peculiar  to  corrupt  human 
nature,  the  hatred  with  which  the 
wicked  and  abandoned  regard  the  in- 
nocent and  pure.  Fanny  had  never 
in  the  slightest  degree  injured  the 
wretch  who  was  plotting  her  ruin  ; — 
and  Sow  Nance  had  no  other  reason 
for  hating  her,  than  because  she  her- 
self was  a  guilty  and  polluted  being, 
while  Fanny  she  knew  to  he  without 
stain  or  blemish. 

In  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  they 
reached  a  hrir.dsome  brick  house  in 
South  street. 

"This  is  the  place,"  snid  Sow 
Nance,  as  she  rang  the  door  bell  ;  the 
bunimons  was   * Aimediately  answered 


by  an  old  negro  woman, who,  exchang- 
ing a  significant  look  with  Nance,  ad- 
mitted them,  and  ushered  them  into  a 
large  parlor.  The  apartment  was 
handsomely  furnished,  the  walls  adorn- 
ed with  many  pictures,  and  the  floor 
covered  with  a  very  rich  carpet 

"  Sit  down,  young  ladies,  and  I  will 
call  Mr.  Tickels  down,"  said  the  old 
negro  woman,  as  she  left  the  room; 
in  a  few  moments,  a  gentleman  enter- 
ed, and  regarded  Fanny  with  a  gaze 
so  piercing,  that  the  poor  girl  was  cov- 
ered with  confusion. 

The  gentleman  was,  to  all  appear- 
ances, full  sixty  years  of  age  ;  he  was 
a  large,  portly  man,  with  very  gray 
hair  and  a  very  red  face;  he  was  at- 
tired in  a  dressing-gown  and  slippers, 
and  wore  a  magnificent  diamond  pin 
in  his  shirt  frill. 

This  man  was  one  of  those  wealthy 
beasts  whose  lusts  run  riot  on  the  in- 
nocence of  young  females — whose 
crimes  outnumbered  the  gray  haira 
upon  his  head,  and  whose  riches  were 
devoted  to  no  other  purpose  than  the 
procurement  of  victims  for  his  appe- 
tite, and  the  gratification  of  his  abom- 
inable passions. 

A  vague,  strange  fear  stole  over 
Fanny,  while  this  gentleman  thus 
viewed  her  so  closely — a  fear  which 
she  could  not  define,  yet  which  ren- 
dered her  excessively  uneasy.  Appa- 
rently the  survey  was  satisfactory  to 
the  gentleman — for  he  smiled,  and  in 
doing  so  displayed  two  rows  of  teeth 
not  unlike  the  fangs  of  a  wolf  Then 
he  beckoned  Sow  Nar.  je  to  follow  him 
from  the  room,  and  held  a  whispered 
conversation  with  her  in  the  passage. 

"  Who  is  she, Nance?"  asked  the 
gentleman. 

"Not  one  ofus,"was  the  reply,  "she 
sells  fruit,  and  is  poor,  but  her  folks 
is  respectable  ; — you  must  pay  me  well 
for  bringing  her  here,  for  she's  hand- 
some." 

"  True  ;  but  are  you  sure  she  has 
never " 
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^*  Sure  !"  replied  Nance,  almost 
fiercely — "I'll  take  my  oath  of  it ; 
Hasn't  she  always  kept  away  from  us, 
and  ain't  all  the  girls  hating  her  like 
h — Ij  'cause  she's  virtuous?  Don't 
you  suppose  /know  V 

"Good,"  said  the  gentleman  ;  and 
taking  a  gold  coin  from  his  pocket, 
he  gave  it  to  Nance,  who,  stooping 
down,  secreted  it  in  her  stocking ; 
then  she  noiselessly  opened  the  front 
door  and  left  the  house,  singing  in  a 
hoarse  voice,  as  she  sped  on  her  way 
towards  Ann  street,  (where  she  lived,) 
these  barbarous  words  : — 

The  lanib  to  the  wolf  is  sold,  sold,  sold ; 
No  more  she'll  return  to  herfolil,  fold,  folci — 
And  Sow  Nance  will  dare  another  to  snare, 
And  the  wolf  shall  have  her  for  g;old,  gold,  gold !" 

The  gentleman  (I  use  the  word 
ironically,  reader,)  re-entered  the  par- 
lor, advanced  to  where  Fanny  was 
seated,  and  laying  his  heavy  hand  upon 
the  young  girl's  shoulder,  glued  his 
polluted  lips  to  her  pure  cheek.  She 
sprang  from  his  profaning  grasp  with 
aery  of  terror,  and  fled  towards  the 
door — it  was  locked!  The  gentle- 
man laughed,  and  said — 

"  No,  no,  my  pretty  bird,  yon  can- 
not escape  from  your  cage  so  easily  ; 
and  why  should  you  wish  to?  Your 
cage  shall  have  golden  wires,  and  you 
shall  be  led  on  delicacies,  my  little 
fiutterer — so  smooth  the  feathers  of 
your  bright  wings,  my  dear,  and  sino- 
your  sweetest  notes  !" 

Fanny  burst  into  tears,  and  fell  or 
^her  knees  before  the  old  libertine. — 
\oung  and  innocent  as  she  was,  ;; 
dark  suspicion  of  his  purpose  came 
like  a  shadow  over  her  soul,  and  she 
cried,  in  piteous  accents — 

"  Pray,  good  sir,  let  me  go  home  to 
my  poor  grandfather  and  my  little 
brother — they  will  be  expecting  gie, 
and  will  feel  worried  at  my  absence. 
Surely,  sir,  yon  will  not  have  the  heart 
?to  harm  me — T  am  but  a  poor  fruit  girl, 
without  father  or  mother.  Pray  let 
me  go,  sir." 

That  appeal,  made  touching  by  the 


youth  and  innocence  of  the  speaker, 
and  by  her  profound  distress,  might 
have  melted  a  heart  of  iron — but  it 
moved  not  the  stony  heart  of  the  old 
villain,  and  he  looked  upon  her  with 
his  cold,  hard  eyes,  and  his  disgusting 
smile,  as  he  said — 

"  Your  tears  make  you  doubly  in- 
teresting, my  sweet  child.  I  am  afraid 
that  your  poor  grandfather  and  your 
little  brother,  as  you  call  them,  will 
be  obliged  to  wait  a  long  while  for 
your  return,  let  them  worry  ever  so 
much  at  your  absence.  You  say  truly 
that  I  have  not  the  heart  to  harm  you, 
a  poor  fruit  girl, — no,  I  will  make  a 
lady  of  you  ;  and  as  you  have,  you 
say,  neither  father  nor  mother,  I  will 
supply  their  place,  my  pretty  dear, 
and  be  your  lover  into  the  bargain. 
Those  coarse  garments  shall  be 
changed  for  silks  and  satins, — that 
shining  hair  shall  be  made  radiant 
with  gems,- — ^jewels  shall  sparkle  on 
that  fair  neck,  and  on  those  taper 
fingers, — you  shall  ride  in  a  carriage, 
and  have  servants  to  wait  on  you, — 
and  you  shall  sleep  on  a  downy  bed, 
and  live  in  a  grand  house,  like  this. 
Say,  will  not  all  these  fine  things  be 
better  than  selling  fruit  in  the  cold 
streets?" 

But  the  sobbing  girl  implored  him 
to  let  her  go  home.  The  gentleman 
ground  his  teeth  with  rage. 

"  Well,  well,"  said  he,  after  a  brief 
pause,  and  speaking  in  an  assumed 
tone  of  kindness,  "  you  shall  go  home, 
since  you  wish  it."  He  rang  a  bell, 
and  the  old  negro  woman  appeared, 
to  whom  he  whispered  for  a  few  mo- 
ments, and  then  left  the  room. 

"  Come,  Miss,"  said  the  old  wench, 
addressing  Fanny,  with  a  grin  that 
was  anything  but  encouraging  or  ex- 
pressive of  a  friendly  feeling — "  come 
with  me  up  stairs,  and  wash  the  tears 
from  your  pretty  face  ;  then  you  shall 
go  home — ha,  ha,  ha  !  " 

It  was  a  demon's  laugh,  full  of  mal- 
ice   and    hatred  ;  yet    Fanny    smiled 
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through  her  tears,  for  she  saw  not  the 
old  wretch's  malignity,  and  only 
thought  of  her  escape  from  the  dan- 
ger which  had  menaced  her,  and  an- 
ticipated the  happiness  she  should  feel 
when  once  more  in  safety  beneath  her 
own  humble  roof,  in  the  societj^  of  all 
she  held  dear  on  earth.  Joyfully  did 
she  follow  the  old  wench  up  stairs  and 
into  an  apartment  still  more  hand- 
somely furnished  than  the  one  below; 
but  what  was  her  astonishment  and 
affright,  when  her  sable  conductress 
gave  her  a  violent  push  which  threw 
her  violently  to  the  floor,  and  then 
quickly  left  the  room  and  locked  the 
door !  A  presentment  that  she  was 
imprisoned,  and  for  the  worst  of  pur- 
poses, flashed  through  her  mind,  and 
she  made  the  apartment  resound  with 
her  shrieks.  But,  alas!  no  help  was 
near — no  friendly  hand  was  there  to 
burst  open  the  door  of  her  prison,  and 
rescue  her  from  a  house,  within  whose 
walls  she  was  threatened  with  the 
worst  fate  that  can  befall  a  helpless 
maiden — the  loss  of  her  honor.  Her 
loud  shrieks  penetrated  not  beyond 
the  precincts  of  that  massive  building 
— her  calls  for  help  were  answered 
only  by  the  taunting  laugh  of  the 
black  hag  outside,  who  loaded  her 
v/ith  alternate  abuse,  threats,  and 
curses.  At  last,  exhausted  and  des 
pairing,  poor  Fanny  threw  herself  up- 
on the  carpet,  and  prayed — oh,  how 
earnestly! — that  no  harm  might  hap- 
pen to  her,  which  could  call  the  blush 
of  shame  to  her  cheek,  or  make  her 
poor  grandfather  think  of  her  as  a 
lost,  polluted  thing. 

Somewhat  relieved  by  this,  (and 
who  shall  say  that  a  holy  whisper 
breathed  not  into  her  pure  heart  the 
issurance  that  she  should  pass  un- 
scathed through  the  fiery  furnace?)  she 
arose  with  a  calmer  spirit,  and  began 
to  survey  the  apartment  in  which  she 
was  confined.  It  was  a  large  room, 
very  elegantljl  furnished,  containing  a 
piar^o,   and  a  profusion  of  paintings. 


On  examining  one  of  these,  Fanny 
turned  away  with  a  burning  cheek — • 
for  it  was  one  of  those  immodest  pro- 
ductions of  the  French  school,  which 
show  how  art  and  talent  can  be  per- 
verted to  the  basest  uses.  She  looked 
at  no  more  of  the  pictures,  but  went 
to  a  window  and  looked  out.  The 
view  from  thence  was  not  extensive, 
but  merely  included  a  garden  of  mod- 
erate size,  surrounded  by  a  high  wall ; 
the  prospect  was  not  a  pleasant  one, 
for  instead  of  blooming  flowers,  the 
appropriate  divinities  of  such  a  place, 
nothing  was  to  be  seen  but  a  smooth 
surface  of  snow,  relieved  here  and 
there  by  gaunt  trees,  whose  leafless 
branches  waved  mournfully  in  the 
breeze,  seeming  to  sing  a  requiem  for 
the  departed  summer. 

Fanny  turned  sadly  away  from  this 
gloomy  prospect,  and  seating  herself 
up^n  a  luxurious  sofa,  abandoned  her- 
self to  the  melancholy  reflections  en- 
gendered by  her  situation.  Soon  the 
fortitude  which  she  had  summoned  to 
her  aid,  deserted  her,  and  as  the  in- 
creasing darkness  of  the  room  betok- 
ened the  approach  of  night,  a  thous- 
and fears  chilled  her  heart.  She  was 
alone  in  that  strange  house — no  friends 
were  near — the  treatment  she  had  re- 
ceived from  the  gentleman  and  his 
negro  menial,  indicated  that  neither 
of  them  would  hesitate  to  do  her  mis- 
chief, if  they  were  so  inclined — what 
if  they  should  murder  her — or,  dread- 
ful thought !  first  outrage,  and  then 
despatch  her !  While  employed  in 
such  terrible  meditations  as  these,  the 
darkness  increased  ;  grim  shadows 
hovered  around,  and  dim  but  terrific 
shapes  seemed  to  glide  towards  the 
trembling  girl.  She  groped  her  way 
towards  the  window,  and  looked  out — 
there  was  no  moon,  and  not  a  star 
glimmered  in  the  firmainent.  Soon 
the  darkness  grew  so  intense,  that  had 
she  held  her  hand  close  to  her  eyes^ 
she  could  not  have  seen  it. 

Every  moment  augmented  her  fear«5 
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Every  moment  augmented  her  fears; 
and  sinking  down  in  one  corner,  she 
pressed  her  hands  lo  her  aching  ejes, 
as  if  to  shut  out  some  hideous  spec- 
tacle. 

Not  long  had  she  been  thus,  when 
a  mortal  terror,  to  which  ail  her  other 
fears  were  as  nothing,  seized  her;  she 
shivered  with  horror,  and  cold  perspi- 
ration started  from  every  pore  of  her 
skin — for  her  sense  of  hearing,  pain- 
fullj  acute,  detected  the  presence  of  a 
moving  object  in  the  room — she  heard 
the  rustle  of  garments — a  footstep — 
the  sound  of  breathing;  she  strained 
her  eyes  through  the  intense  darkness, 
but  could  distinguish  nothing.  The 
moving  object  approached  her,  nearer 
and  nearer — it  seemed  to  be  groping 
in  search  of  her — and  her  blood  froze 
with  horror  when  at  last  a  cold  hand 
touched  her  cheek,  and  she  beheld  a 
pair  of  eyes  glaring  at  her  through 
the  gloom,  A  low,  mocking  laugh  — 
a  whispered  curse — and  the  object 
glided  away  ;  then  Fanny  lost  ail  con- 
sciousness. 

When  she  recovered  from  the  swoon 
into  which  she  had  fallen,  daylight  was 
shining  through  the  windows.  Hours 
passed  away,  and  no  one  came  to  in- 
vade the  young  girl's  solitude.  At 
about  noon,  the  door  was  unlocked, 
and  the  old  negro  woman  appeared, 
bearing  a  plate  of  provisions  and  a 
basket  full  of  clothing.  Placing 
the  food  before  Fanny,  the  hag  bade 
her  eat,  a  request  readily  complied 
with,  as  she  had  fasted  since  the  pre- 
ceding day.  While  she  was  eating, 
the  old  negress  regarded  her  vvith  a 
hideous  grin,  and  eyes  expressmg  all 
the  malignity  of  a  serpent ;  and  at  the 
conclusion  of  the  repast,  asked  her — 

"Well,  Miss,  how  did  yo\i  pass  the 
night?" 

Fanny  related  the  fearful  visitation 
she  had  experienced,  and  implored  to 
be  released  from  her  confinement; 
the  black  woman  laughed  disdainfully. 

•'  No,  no.    Miss,"  said  she,    "  my 


master  will  ne\er  let  you  go  until,  of 
your  own  free  will,  you  become  his 
own  little  lady,  and  take  him  for  a 
lover.  Listen  to  me,  girl :  I  am  going 
to  speak  for  your  own  good.  My 
master  is  very  fond  of  young  ladies 
such  as  you,  and  goes  to  every  expense 
to  get  them  into  the  house;  but  he 
never  likes  to  force  them  to  his  wish- 
es, his  delight  being  to  have  them  wil- 
ling to  receive  him  as  a  lover — do  you 
understand  !  But  tho~e  silly  girls  who 
are  not  willing,  he  shuts  up  in  this 
room,  which  is  haunted  by  a  fearful 
irpectre,  who  every  night  visits  the  ob- 
stinate girl,  and  sometimes  punishes 
her  dreadfully,  until  she  consents  to 
my  master's  wishes." 

Fanny  shuddered — and  the  old 
black  woman  continued,  in  a  gentlet 
tone — 

"  Now  won't  you,  to  avoid  this  fear- 
I  ful  spectre,  consent  to  become  my 
I  master's  little  lady  ?  I  am  sure  you 
will,  my  dear.  See — I  have  brought 
you  some  fine  clothes  to  wear,  so  that 
you  may  be  fit  to  receive  Mr.  Tickels 
his  afternoon,  as  he  intends  to  visit 
you.  Now,  don't  fail  to  be  very  good 
and  kind  to  him,  for  he  loves  }ou  very 
much,  and  will  make  a  fine  lady  of 
you.  Come,  let  us  take  off  those  old 
clothes,  and  put  on  this  beautiful  silk 
dress  that  has  been  bought  on  purpose 
for  you." 

We  have  so  far  depicted  Fanny  as 
a  very  timid,  gentle  girl ;  but  she  was 
not  destitute  of  a  becoming  spirit. — 
When,  therefore,  she  heard  that  old 
wretch  so  calmly  and  deliberately  talk 
of  her  surrendering  herself  to  dishon- 
or and  shame,  the  flush  of  indignation 
mantled  her  cheek;  she  arose,  and 
boldly  confronting  her  tormentai', 
said,  with  spirit  and  determination — 

"  I  will  7iot  wear  your  fine  clothes, 
nor  become  the  slave  of  your  master's 
will !  He  is  a  villain  for  keeping  me 
here — and  you  are  a  wretch,  a  wicked 
wretch,  for  trying  to  tempt  me  to  do 
wrong.     1  am  not  afraid  oi  the   spec- 
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tre  you  speak  of,  for  God  will  protect 
me,  and  keep  me  from  harm.  You 
may  kill  me,  if  you  like,  but  I  will 
not — will  not  be  guilty  of  the  wicked- 
ness you  wish  me  to  commit ;  and  if 
ever  I  get  free  from  this  bad  place, 
you  and  your  master  shall  be  made  to 
suffer  for  treating  me  so.  Remember 
this,  you  nasty  old  black  devil — re- 
member this !" 

The  negress  quailed  before  the 
young  girl,  whose  singular  beauty  was 
enhanced  ten-fold  by  the  glow  of  in- 
dignation on  her  cheek  and  the  spar- 
kle of  anger  in  her  eye.  Then,  with- 
out saying  a  word,  she  left  the  room, 
locking  the  door  after  her. 

Half  an  hour  elapsed,  and  the  wench 
again  made  her  appearance;  in  her 
hand  she  carried  a  short,  stout  piece 
of  rope.  With  the  fury  of  a  tigress, 
and  a  countenance  (black  as  she  was) 
livid  with  rage,  she  flew  at  the  young 
girl,  tore  every  shred  of  clothing  from 
her  person,  and  then  beat  her  cruelly 
wiUi  the  rope,  until  her  fair  skin  was 
covered  in  various  places  with  black 
and  blue  marks.  In  vain  poor  Fanny 
implored  for  mercy;  the  black  savage 
continued  to  beat  her  until  obliged  to 
desist  by  sheer  exljaustioa.  Throw- 
ing herself  breathless  into  a  chair,  she 
said,  with  a  fierce  oath —  \ 

"  So,  Miss — I'm  a  nasty  old  black 
devil,  ami?  You  impudent  hussy, 
how  dare  you  use  such  language  to 
me?  But  I'll  learn  you  better.  You 
shall  be  more  civil,  and  do  as  my  mas- 
ter wishes,  and  obey  me  in  everythincr, 
or  I'll  not  leave  a  whole  bone  in  your 
skin.  Now  put  on  these  new  clothes 
instantly,  or  I  solemnly  swear  I'll  not 
leave  off  beating  you,  until  you  lie  at 
my  feet,  a  corpse!" 

Poor  Fanny  was  obliged  to  obey — 
for,  apart  from  the  black  woman's 
threat,  she  had  no  alternative  but  to 
put  on  the  costly  garments  which  had 
been  procured  for  her,  her  own 
clothes  being  torn  to  pieces ;  and  of 
course  she  did  not  wish  to  remain  in 


a  state  of  nudity.  She  therefore 
dressed  herself— and,  in  truth,  the 
garments  were  well  selected,  and  fitted 
her  to  a  charm.  Even  when  attired 
in  her  old  clothes,  she  had  looked  ex- 
ceedingly pretty,  but  now,  dressed  in 
an  elegant  costume  which  displayed 
her  fine  shape  and  budding  charms  to 
the  best  advantage,  she  was  positive- 
ly beautiful.  Even  the  old  black 
woman  could  not  help  smiling  with 
satisfaction  at  her  improved  appear- 
ance. 

"  She  is  a  choice  tit-bit  for  my 
master's  appetite,"  thought  she.chuck- 
ling  to  herself;  and  then  she  brought 
water,  and  made  Fanny  wash  the  tra- 
ces of  tears  from  her  face,  and  ar- 
range her  rich  auburn  hair  neatly  and 
tastefully.  This  done,  the  negress 
departed,  after  telling  the  young  girl 
to  prepare  to  receive  Mr.  Tickels  in 
the  course  of  the  afternoon. 

What  must  have  been  the  reflections 
of  that    poor   young    creature,    while 
dreading  the   entrance   of  the    hoary 
villain  who   sought  her    ruin  ?       We 
can  but  imagine  then:  doubtless  she 
thought  with  agony  of  her  poor  grand- 
father and  little  Charley,  both  of  whom 
she  knew  would  suffer  all  the  anguish 
of  uncertainty  and  fear,  with  reference 
to  her  fate.     Then,  perhaps,  her  mind 
reverted  to  the  happiness  she    used  to 
enjoy  within  the  hallowed  precincts  of 
her  humble  home — which,  humble  as 
it  was,   and    devoid  of  every   luxury, 
and  many  comforts,  was   nevertheless 
endeared  to  her  by  a  thousand  tender 
associations,  and  had  been   to   her   as 
an  ark  of  safety  from    the   storms   ol 
life.     Her  thoughts  next   dwelt   upon 
the  kind  young  lady,  who    had    given 
her  the  gold  coin,   and    whose  sweet 
smile  and  pitying  words  still   lingered 
in  her  heart.     And   should    she  ever 
see  those  dear  relatives   or  that  kind 
friend  again  ?     Or  if  she  did,  would 
she  be  able  to  look  them    in  the   face 
as  a  pure  and  stainless  girl,  or    would 
she    blush    in    their   presence  with  a 
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consciousness  of  degradation?  But 
she  was  interrrupted  in  these  pain- 
ful meditations  by  the  sound  of  the 
key  turning  in  the  lock  ;  and  a  mo- 
ment afterwards  Mr.  Tickels  entered 
the  room,  and  advanced  towards  her. 
On  observing  her  improved  appear- 
ance, a  smile  of  intense  satisfaction 
overspread  his  bloated  face  and  sensu- 
al features — and  his  eyes  rested  admir- 
ingly upon  her  form,  which,  though 
not  ripened,  was  beginning  to  assume 
a  voluptuous  fullness  that  betokened 
approaching  womanhood.  Taking 
her  hand,  he  drew  her  to  a  sofa  and 
seated  her  by  his  side.  How  tumul- 
tuously  her  heart  beat  with  apprehen- 
sion and  fear  ! — and  the  old  gentle- 
man's first  words  were  by  no  means 
calculated  to  allay  her  alarm. 

"  My  charming  little  girl,"  said  he, 
raising  her  hand  to  his  lips — "how 
beautiful  you  look  !  A  fruit  girl! — 
by  heavens,  you  are  fit  to  be  a  duch- 
ess !  Such  sweet  blue  eyes — such 
luxuriant  hair — such  pure  Grecian 
features — such  a  complexion,  the  rose 
blending  with  the  lily — such  a  snowy 
breast,  expanding  into  the  two  "apples 
of  love  !"  And  that  liitle  foot,  peep- 
ing so  coquettishly  from  beneath  the 
skirts  of  your  dress,  should  ever  be 
encased  in  a  satin  slipper,  and  press 
naught  but  rich  and  downy  carpets  in 
the  magnificent  saloons  of  aristocrat- 
ic wealth!  Nay,  nay,  my  little  trem- 
bler, be  not  afraid,  but  listen  to  me: 
I  love  you  more  than  words  can  ex- 
press— you  are  the  star  of  my  life,  and 
your  lustre  shall  light  me  on  my  way 
to  more  than  celestial  felicity.  Hear 
fne  still  further  :  the  world  bows  the 
knee  to  me  because  I  am  rich — thus 
do  I  kneel  to  you,  my  angel,  for  you 
are  beautiful.  You  shall  dwell  with 
me  in  a  mansion,  to  which,  in  point 
of  splendor,  this  is  nothing.  I  will 
have  a  boudoir  prepared  expressly  for 
your  use;  it  shall  be  lined  with  pink 
satin,  and  in  summer  the  windows 
will  overlook   a  beautiful  garden,   full 


of  choice  fruits  and  rare  flowers;  a 
sparkling  fountain  shall  play  in  its 
centre,  and  your  ears  will  be  ravished 
with  the  melody  of  birds'.  You  shall 
wander  in  that  garden  as  much  as  yoii 
choose,  and  when  you  are  tired,  you 
shall  repose  in  a  shady  arbor,  and 
dream  of  love  and  its  thousand  blisses. 
In  the  winter  season,  like  this,  the 
opera,  the  ball-room,  the  theatre,  shall 
minister  to  your  pleasure;  and  in 
those  places,  none  shall  surpass  you 
in  splendor  of  dress  or  magnificence 
of  jewels.  Say,  bellissima,  will  you 
give  me  your  love  in  exchange  for  all 
these  things '?" 

While  uttering  the  above  wild  rhap- 
sody,(which  is  given  at  length  in  order 
to  show  the  temptations  with  which 
the  old  libertme  sought  to  allure  his 
intended  victim,)  he  had  kneeled  at 
her  feet,  and,  despite  her  resistance, 
encircled  her  waist  with  his  arm. 

And  did  that  poor  girl — the  daugh- 
ter of  poverty — the  child  of  wan.jj— 
whose  home  was  a  garret,  and  who 
was  familiar  with  the  chills  of  winter 
and  the  cravings  of  hunger, — did  she, 
while  listening  to  the  splendid  prom- 
ises of  the  rich  man  who  knelt  at  her 
feet,  for  a  moment  waver  in  her  pride 
of  virtue,  or  even  dream  of  accepting 
his  brilliant  offers?  No!  for  even 
had  she  no  other  scruples,  a  host  of 
holy  memories  encircled  her  heart,  as 
a  shield  of  power  against  the  tempter's 
wiles, — the  memory  of  home,  of  the 
two  loved  beings  she  had  left  there, 
of  former  happiness  in  a  more  elevated 
sphere,  and  of  a  gentle  mother,  whose 
beauty  and  virtues  she  had  inherited, 
whose  counsels  she  remembered,  and 
who  was  sleeping  in  the  quiet  church- 
yard. 

Disengaging  herself  from  the  lib- 
ertine's embrace,  and  thoroughly 
aroused  to  a  sense  of  her  danger, 
and  the  necessity  of  making  all  the 
resistance  she  was  capable  of,  to  pre- 
serve her  chastity  and  honor,  the 
young  girl,  losing   all  sense  of  fear^ 
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poured  forth  a  torrent  of  indignant 
eloquence  that  for  the  time  complete- 
ly abashed  and  overcame  the  hoary 
and  lecherous  villain. 

"No,  sir, — I  will  not,  cannot  love 
you  ;  I  hate  and  despise  you,  old 
wretch  that  you  are,  seeking  to  tempt 
a  poor  child  like  me  to  her  ruin.  Oh  ! 
you  are  rich,  and  have  the  manners 
of  a  gentleman  before  the  world, — 
and  yet  you  are  more  base,  mean  and 
cowardly  than  the  commonest  ruffian 
that  ever  stole  a  purse  or  cut  a  throat! 
Let  me  go  hence,  I  command  you  ; 
you  dare  not  refuse  me,  for  I  know 
there  is  a  law  to  protect  me,  as  well 
as  the  richest  and  the  highest,  and  I 
wll  go  to  those  who  execute  the  law, 
and  have  you  dragged  to  the  bar  of 
justice  to  answer  for  this  outrage.  Do 
you  hear,  sir  ? — let  me  go  from  this 
accursed  place,  or  dread  the  power  of 
the  law  and  the  vengeance  of  Al- 
mighty God !" 

The  libertine  quailed  before  the 
flashing  eyes  and  proud  scorn  of  his 
intended  victim  ;  his  discomfiture, 
however,  lasted  but  for  a  moment. 
His  red  face  grew  black  with  the 
passions  of  rage  and  lust  combined  ; 
he  muttered  a  fierce  curse,  and  spring- 
ing forward,  seized  her  in  his  vice- 
like grasp,  and  forced  her  towards  the 
sofa,  exclaiming — 

"  Curses  on  you,  little  hell-bird, 
since  neither  persuasions  nor  prom- 
ises will  make  you  mine,  it  shall  be 
done  by  force.  Nay,  if  you  scream  so, 
by  the  powers  of  darkness  I'll  strangle 
you  ! " 

In  all  human  probability  he  would 
have  been  as  good  as  his  word,  for 
Fanny  continued  to  scream  louder 
and  louder  ;  when  suddenly  Mr. 
Tickcls  received  a  blow  on  the  head 
that  brought  him  to  the  ground,  and 
a  voice  cried  out — 

"  Broad-swords  and  bomb-shells  ! 
I  am  just  in  time  1" 

While  the  libertine  lay  sprawling 
upon   the    carpet,   Fanny   turned   to 


thank  her  deliverer ;  and  what  was 
her  astonishment  and  joy  when  she 
beheld  the  wrinkled,  care-worn  face, 
and  odd,  shabby  garments  of — Cor- 
poral Grimsby 


Chapter  III. 

The   Rescue. 

"  By  the  nose  of  Napoleon  !"  cried 
the  worthy  Corporal,  clasping  Fanny 
in  his  arms, — "  this  is  fortunate.  At* 
tacked  the  enemy  in  the  rear — drove 
him  from  his  position, — completely 
routed  him,  and  left  him  wounded  on 
the  field ;  and  you,  my  dear  child, 
are  the  spoils  of  war !" 

Mr.  Tickels  arose  with  difficulty 
from  his  prostrate  position,  rubbing 
his  forehead,  which  was  decorated 
with  a  token  of  the  Corporal's  vigor, 
in  the  shape  of  a  huge  bump  not  in- 
cluded in  the  science  of  phrenology-. 
Turning  fiercely  to  the  latter  gentle- 
man, and  quivering  with  rage,  he  de- 
manded— 

•'Death  and  fury,  sir r  how  darfe 
you  intrude  into  this  room, — into  this 
house?  Who  are  you,  and  what  in 
the  divil's  name  brings  you  here  1 
Speak,  you  villain,  or " 

"Hold!"  cried  the  Corporal,  his 
face  crimsoning  with  anger,  for  he 
was  a  choleric  little  old  gentleman, 
was  the  Corporal,  and  as  quick  to  be- 
come enraged  as  to  do  a  good  action ; 
"  hold  !  No  man  shall  call  me  villain 
with  impunity ;  I  shot  two  rascally 
Dons  at  Madrid  for  the  same  wordv 
and  by  God,  sir,  if  you  repeat  it,  I'll 
cane  you  within  an  inch  of  your 
life!"' 

Mr.  Tickels  was  as  great  a  coward 
as  a  scoundrel ;  and  though  he  was  a 
much  more  powerful  man  than  the 
Corporal,  he  deemed  it  prudent  not 
to  enrage  the  fierce  little  old  gentle- 
man more  than  necessary.  He  there- 
fore adopted  a  milder  tone,  and 
asked, — 
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"  Well,  sir,  what  is  your  business 
here?" 

"  To  convey  this  poor  child  to  her 
home  and  friends,"  replied  the  Cor- 
poral, sternly.  "It  matters  not  how 
1  ascertained  her  whereabouts ;  'tis 
enough  to  know  that  I  arrived  here  in 
time  to  rescue  her  from  your  brutali- 
ty. You  shall  pay  dearly  for  this  out- 
rage, damn  you  !"  added  the  Corporal, 
again  getting  into  a  passion,  and  turn- 
ing very  red  in  the  face.  "  But  come, 
my  child,  let  us  leave  the  den  of  this 
old  hyena,  and  go  to  your  poor  grand- 
father and  little  Charley." 

Mr.  Tickels  closed  the  door,  and 
placed  his  back  against  it  with  a  de- 
termined air. 

"  You  are  mistaken,  sir,"  said  he, 
cfllmly, — "  if  you  suppose  that  you 
cfln  thus-force  yourself  into  my  house, 
and  into  my  private  apartments,  and 
without  explanation  kidnap  or  carry 
off  a  young  pefson  whose  presence 
here  is  no  affair  of  yours.  Do  you 
know  me,  sir?  I  am  the  Honorable 
Timothy  Tickels,  ex-member  of  Con- 
gress ,  men  are  not  in  the  habit  of 
questioning  my  motives  or  interfering 
with  my  actions,  I  am  rich,  and  my 
influence  is  unbounded  ,  and,  were  I 
so  disposed,  I  could  have  you  severe- 
ly punished  for  the  assault  which  you 
have  committed  on  me.  Your  dress 
and  appearance  indicate  poverty,  al- 
though your  Iangu.age  evinces  that 
YOU  have  enjoyed  more  elevated  for- 
tunes; I  am  disposed  to  be  not  only 
nierciful,  but  generous.  Come,  sir; — 
leave  this  young  person  with  me,  un- 
molested ;  depart  from  this  house 
quietly,  and  say  nothing  about  what 
you  have  seen,  and  here  is  a  fifty  dol- 
lar bill  for  you.  When  you  need 
more,  come  to  me,  and  you  shall  have 
it." 

The  Honorable  Mr.  Tickels  drew 
from  his  well-filled  wallet  a  bank-note 
for  the  amount  named,  and  handed  it 
to  the  Corporal,  who  regarded  it  with 
a  curious  smile,  and  twirled  it  in  his 
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fingers.  His  smile  may  have  been  one 
of  gratification  at  receiving  the  money 
— but  it  looked  very  much  like  a  sneer 
of  contempt  for  the  donor  and  his 
bribe. 

"  Now  is  it  not  strange,"  quoth  the 
Corporal,  soliloquizing, — "  that  this 
dirty  little  bit  of  paper — its  intrinsic 
value  not  one  cent,  its  representative 
value  fifty  dollars, — is  it  not  strange, 
I  'say,  that  this  flimsy  trifle,  that  an 
instant's  application  to  the  sickly  flame 
of  a  penny  candle  would  destroy,  can 
procure  food  for  the  starving,  cloth- 
ing for  the  naked,  shelter  for  the 
homeless  ?  Great  is  thy  power, 
money  ! — thou  art  the  key  to  many  of 
earth's  pleasures, — the  magic  wand, 
which  can  summon  a  host  of  delights 
to  gild  the  existence  of  thy  votaries; 
thou  cans't  buy  roses  to  strew  life's 
rugged  pathway — but  thou  cans't  not, 
O  great  deity  at  whose  shrine  all  men 
kneel,  thou  cans't  not  cleanse  the  pol- 
luted soul,  still  the  troubled  con- 
science, or  dim  the  pure  surface  of 
unsullied  honor.  Nor  cans't  thou 
purchase  me,  thou  sordid  dross.  Guns 
and  grappling-irons!"  abruptly  added 
the  Corporal,  abandoning  his  philoso- 
phical strain,  and  getting  into  a  tOM- 
ering  passion, — "  would  you  bribe  me 
to  desert  my  post  as  a  guardian  of  in- 
nocence, and  turn  traitor  to  every 
principle  of  honor  in  my  heart  ? — 
Bah  !  "  and  crumpling  the  bill  in  his 
hand,  he  threw  it  into  the  face  of  the 
Honorable  Mr.  Tickels,  much  to  that 
individual's  amazement. 

"  What  do  you  mean,  sir?"  he  de- 
manded, "do  you  scorn  my  gift  ?" 

"  Yes  *"  thundered  the  little  Cor- 
poral, "  you  and  your  gift  may  go  to 
the  devil  together ;  and  hark'ee,  sip, 
perhaps  'tis  as  well  that  you  should 
know  who  /  am,  as  you  have  so  for- 
mally introduced  yourself  to  me ;  I 
am " 

The  remainder  of  the  sentence  was 
whispered  in  the  ear  of  his  listener, 
but  its  effect  was  magical.    The  Hon- 
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orable  Mr.  Tickels  started,  and  rapid- 
ly surveyed  the  person  and  counte- 
nance of  the  Corporal ;  then  he  red- 
dened with  confusion,  and  began  to 
murmur  a  broken  apology  for  his  con- 
duct, in  which  he  was  interrupted 
rather  abruptly. 

"  Not  a  word,  sir,  not  a  word,"  said 
the  little  old  gentleman,  "  all  your 
apologies  cannot  remove  from  my 
mind  the  impression  created  by  your 
treatment  of  this  poor  child ;  and, 
sir,"  (here  the  Corporal  again  lost  his 
tertiper,)  "  you  cannot  destroy  my 
conviction  that  you  are  the  d — dest 
scoundrel  that  ever  went  unhung  ! 
Consider  yourself  fortunate  if  you  are 
not  held  legally  responsible  for  your 
forcibhe  detention  of  the  young  girl  in 
your  house,  and  for  your  attempted 
outrage  on  her  person, — damn  you  ! 
Come,  my  child,  this  gentleman  will 
no  longer  oppose  our  exit  from  his 
mansion." 

The  Corporal  was  right ;  the  Hon- 
orable Mr.  Tickels  offered  not  the 
slightest  objection  to  their  departure, 
but  on  the  contrary  ushered  them 
down  stairs  with  great  politeness,  and 
held  open  the  street  door  for  them  to 
pass  out. 

When  Fanny  found  herself  once 
more  in  the  open  street,  out  of  the 
power  of  her  persecutor,  and  on  the 
way  to  her  home  and  friends,  her 
gratitude  to  her  deliverer  knew  no 
bounds;  she  thanked  the  good  Corpo- 
ral a  thousand  times,  and  spoke  of 
the  approaching  meeting  with  her 
grandfather  and  brother  with  rapture. 
Soon  they  reached  their  place  of  des- 
tination ;  once  more  the  young  girl 
stood  in  the  humble  apartment  where- 
in all  her  affections  were  centered, 
— once  more  her  aged  grandfather 
clasped  her  in  his  arms,  and  again 
did  she  receive  the  fond  kiss  of  frater- 
chI  love  from  the  lips  of  her  brother. 

As  soon  as  they  had  left  the  resi- 
dence of  the  Honorable  Mr.  Tickels, 
in  South  street,  that  gertleman  locked 


himself  up  in  his  study,  threw  himself 
into  a  chair,  and  actually  began  tear- 
ing his  hair  with  rage  and  vexation. 

"  Hell  and  furies  !  "  cried  he — "  to 
be  thus  fooled  and  bafiled  at  the  very 
moment  when  my  object  was  about 
to  be  accomplished — to  have  that  lus- 
cious morsel  snatched  from  my  grasp, 
when  I  was  just  about  to  taste  its 
sweets?  The  thought  is  madness! 
And,  in  the  name  of  wonder,  how 
came  he  to  know  that  she  was  here, 
and  why  does  he  interest  himself  in 
her  at  all  ?  I  dare  not  trifle  with  him  ! 
Were  some  poor,  poverty-stricken 
devil  to  constitute  himself  her  cham- 
pion, I  might  crush  him  at  once;  but 
he.  is  above  my  reach.  No  matter  ; 
she  shall  yet  be  mine — I  swear  it,  by 
all  the  powers  of  hell ! — I  care  not 
whether  by  open  violence,  or  secret 
abduction,  or  subtle  stratagem :  I 
shall  gain  possession  of  her  person, 
and  once  in  my  power,  not  all  the  an- 
gels in  heaven,  or  men  on  earth,  or 
fiends  in  hell,  shall  tear  her  from  my 
grasp. — Ah,  by  Beelzebub,  well  tho't 
of ! — I  know  the  mistress  of  a  house 
of  prostitution,  (of  which  house  I  am 
the  oioner,)  beneath  whose  den,  as 
she  has  often  told  me,  there  is  a  se- 
cret cellar,  which  she  has  had  private- 
ly constructed,  and  to  which  there  is 
no  access  except  through  a  panel  in 
her  chamber — which  panel  and  the 
method  of  opening  it,  are  known  only 
to  her,  and  a  few  persons  in  whom 
she  can  place  implicit  confidence. — 
This  brothel-keeper  told  me,  too, 
that  she  had  the  cellar  made  as  a  safe 
depository  for  young  females  who  had 
been  abducted  from  their  homes, — a 
place  of  security  from  the  search  of 
friends,  and  the  police.  In  that  sub- 
terranean retreat,  (which  she  inform- 
ed me,  is  luxuriantly  furnished,  al- 
though the  light  of  day  never  pene- 
trates there,)  these  stolen  girls  are 
compelled  to  receive  tbe  visits  of  their 
lovers ;  and  there,  amid  the  gloom 
and  silence  of  that  underground  pris» 
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on  they  are  initiated  in  al!  the  m3'ste- 
ries  of  prostitution.  By  heavens  'ti< 
the  very  place  for  tny  little  fruit  girl  ; 
she  shall  be  abducted  and  conveyed 
there — and  once  safely  lodged  in 
these  secret  "  Chambers  of  Love," 
HE  who  spoiled  my  sport  to-day,  shall 
in  vain  search  for  her.  Let  him  come, 
bringin<r  with  him  the  myni.idons  of 
the  law ;  and  let  them  search  my 
houte — then  let  them,  if  they  choose, 
go  to  the  brothel,  beneath  the  founda- 
tion of  which  the  girl  is  hidden,  and 
search  that  house,  too, — ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
They  will  search  for  her  in  vain.  But 
h(m:  to  abduct  her — there's  the  rub  ! 
'ru>h  !  when  did  my  ingenuity  ever 
fail  me,  when  appetite  was  to  be  fed 
or  revenge  gratified  ?  Courage,  Tim- 
othy Tickets,  courage!  Thy  star, 
though  dim  at  present,  shall  soon  be 
HI  the  ascendant  I" 

Such  were  tiie  reflections  of  the  old 
Sihertine,  as  he  sat  in  his  study  after 
the  departure  of  the  Corporal  and 
Fanny  ;  and  he  was  so  delighted  at 
the  tfionght  of  a  safe  asylum  for  the 
falter,  that,  with  restored  good  hrKiior 
he  applied  himself  to  the  discussion  of 
a  bottle  of  wine,  and  then,  stretch- 
•ng  himself  comfortably  on  a  sofa, 
fell  asleep  and  dreamed  of  the  sub- 
terranean "  Chamber  of  Love,"  and 
the  little  fruit  girl. 


Chapter  IV. 

A  Niglit  in  Ann  street 

We  proceed  now  to  show  how  the 
Corpora!  discovered  the  f;ict  ihatFan- 
?iy  Aubry  was  confined  in  the  man- 
f\nr.  of  the  Honora'ble  Mr.  Tickels,  in 
South  street. 

Great  was  the  consternation  and 
alarm  of  the  blind  basket-maker  and 
\k*Ae  Charley,  as  tlte  day  passed  away 
jnid  evening  came  on,  without  the  re- 
turn of  Fanny.  They  were  agitated 
with  a  thousand  fears  for  her  safety, 
for  both  their  lives  were  bound    up  in 


iiors,  and  they  doled  on  her  with  an 
Mdtctiou  rendered  doubly  ardent  by 
tSitir  poverty  and  almost  complete  ito- 
hition  from  the  world.  In  the  midst 
of  their  distress,  Corporal  Grimsby  en- 
tered, bringing,  as  on  the  evening  be- 
fore, a  basket  of  provisions.  To  him 
they  communicated  the  intelligence 
that  Fanny  had  not  returned  ;  and  the 
eccentric  old  man,  without  waiting  to 
hear  the  recital  of  their  fears,  threw 
the  basket  on  the  table,  bolted  precij)- 
itateiy  down  stairs,  and  walked  away 
towards  Ann  street  with  a  rapidity 
that  betokened  the  existence  of  some 
fixed  purpose  in  his  mind.  Mean- 
while, his  reflections  ran  somewhat  in 
the  following  strain,  and  were  half 
muttered  aloud,  as  he  trudged  quickly 
onward,  now  nearly  upsetting  a  foot 
passenger  and  receiving  a  maledictiori 
on  his  awkwardness,  and  then  bruis- 
ing his  unlucky  shins  against  lamp- 
posts and  other  street  fixtures. 

"By  the  nose  of  Napoleon  !  what 
can  have  bcerime  of  the  little  minx  •" 
lost  or  stolen  ? — most  probably  the  lat- 
ter, for  in  this  infernal  city  a  pretiy 
girl  like  her,  so  unprotected  and  so 
poor,  can  no  more  traverse  the  streets 
with  safety,  than  can  a  fine  fat  goose 
waddle  into  the  den  of  a  wolf  unharn  - 
ed.  Curses  on  these  lamp-posts,  I  ant 
always  breaking  my  neck  agaitjf-t 
them — bah!  Well,  to  consider  :  hux 
why  the  devil  do  I  interest  myself  in 
this  little  girl  at  all  ?  Is  it  because  I 
am  a  lonely,  solitary  old  codger,  with 
neither  chick  nor  child  to  bless  me 
with  their  love,  and  whom  I  may 
love  in  return  ?  Bah  !  no — th;!t  can't 
he;  and  yet,  somehow,  there  is  a  va- 
cant corner  in  my  old  heart,  and  the 
image  of  that  little  girl  seems  to  fill  it 
exactly.  I  am  an  old  fool,  and  yet — 
damn  you,  sir,  what  d'ye  mean  by 
runninsr  against  me,  eh! — and  yet  it 
did  me  more  good  to  see  that  hungry 
family  last  night,  eat  the  food  that  I 
had  provided  for  them,  than  it  did 
when   I,  Gregory  Grimsby,  was  pro- 
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moted  to  the  elevated  rank  of  Corpo- 
ral. Now  about  this  little  girl — I'll 
bet  my  three-cornered  cock'd  hat 
ai^ainst  a  pinch  of  Scotch  snuff  that 
she  has  been  abducted — entrapped  in- 
to the  power  of  some  scoundrel  for 
the  worst  of  purposes.  That's  the 
most  natural  supposition  that  I  can 
get  at.  Now  display  thy  logic,  Cor- 
poral :  thy  supposed  scoundrel  mus^ 
he  rich,  for  poor  men  can  seldom  af- 
ford such  expensive  luxuries  as  mis- 
tresses; being  rich  implies  that  he  is 
respectable — so  the  world  says  and 
thinks — bah  !  Being  respectable,  he 
would  not  compromise  his  character 
by  engaging  personally  in  such  a  low 
business  as  entrapping  a  girl  ;  no — he 
would  employ  an  agent;  and  such  an 
agent  must  necessarily  be  a  very  low 
person,  whether  male  or  female — if  a 
male,  he  is  a  ruffian — if  a  female,  she 
is  a  strumpet — and  where  do  ruffians 
and  strumpets,  of  the  lower  orders 
(for  even  in  crime  there  is  an  aristoc- 
racy,*) where  do  they  usually  reside  ? 
why,  in  a  congenial  atmosphere — in 
the  lowest  section  of  the  city  ;  and 
what  is  the  lowest  section  of  this  city? 

*  The  honest  Corporal  was  right;  the 
well-dressed,  gentlemanly,  speculating, 
wholesale  swindler  would  scorn  to  associ- 
ate with  the  needy  wretch  who  protracts  a 
miserable  existence  by  small  pilferings — 
and  the  fashionable  courtezan  who  prome- 
nades Washington  street  and  "sees  com- 
pany" at  a  splendidly  furnished  brothel, 
can  perceive  not  the  slightest  resemblance 
between  her  position  in  society,  and  that 
of  the  wretclied  trull  who  practises  indi.<i- 
rriminate  prostitution  in  some  low  "crib" 
in  Ann  street.  And  yet  philosophy  and 
common  sense  both  level  all  moral  dis- 
tinction between  the  two  conditions. — A 
noble  murderer  once  protested  against  be- 
ing hung  on  the  same  gallows  with  a 
chimney-sweep — there  was  aristocracy 
with  a  vengeance  !  We  opine  that  the 
lofty  and  arrogant  pretensions  of  some  of 
our  "  nabobs,"  who  are  often  of  obscure 
3,nd  sometimes  of  ignominious  birth,  are 
scarcely  less  ridiculous  than  the  aristoc- 
ratic notions  of  a  gentlemanly  rascal  who 
robs  a  la  mode  and  picks  a  pocket  with 
g' utility  and  grace  ! 


why,  Ann  street,  to  be  sure.  Truly, 
Corporal  Glimsby,  tliou  art  an  admir- 
able logician  !  So  now  I  am  on  my 
way  to  Ann  street,  to  explore  its  dens, 
in  the  hope  (a  vain  one,  I  fear)  o( 
finding  the  supposed  agent  who  was 
employed  by  the  supposed  rich  scoun- 
drel to  abduct,  kidnap,  or  entrap  my 
little  Fanny.  Should  I  be  so  fortu- 
nate as  to  find  that  agent,  money  will 
readily  induce  him  or  her  to  divulge 
the  place  where  the  girl  is  hid  ;  for 
the  principle  of  "  honor  among 
thieves"  has,  I  believe,  but  an  imag- 
inary existence." 

Leaving  the  Corporal  to  explore  the 
intricate  labyrinths  of  Ann  street,  (in 
the  hiope  of  obtaining  some  clew  tp 
the  fate  of  Fanny  Aubry,)  thou  wilt- 
have  the  kindness,  gentle  reader,  to 
accompany  us  into  one  of  the  squalid 
dens  of  that  great  sewer  of  vice  and 
crime.  But  first  we  pause  to  read 
and  admire  the  sign  which  decorates 
the  exterior  of  a  "crib"  opposite 
Keith's  Alley,  and  which,  with  a  pe- 
culiarity of  orthography  truly  amus- 
inof,  notifies  you  that  it  is  a  "  Vittlin 
SolJor."  (This  sign  remains  there 
to  this  day.)  Passing  on,  we  cannot 
fail  to  be  impressed  with  the  "  mixed  " 
nature  of  the  society  of  the  place; 
colored  ladies  and  gentlemen  (by  far 
the  most  decent  portion  of  the  popu- 
lation) are  every  where  to  be  seen, 
thronging  the  side-walks,  indulging  in 
boisterous  laughter;  loafers  of  every 
description  are  lounging  about,  whose 
tattered  garments  indicate  the  lan- 
guisliins  condition  of  their  ward- 
robes; great,  ruffianly  fellows  stare  at 
you  with  eyes  expressive  of  the  vil- 
lainy that  prompts  to  robbery  and 
murder; — miserable  men,  ghastly  wo- 
men, and  dirty  children  obstruct  the 
pathway,  and  annoy  you  with  their 
oaths  and  ribald  jests.  Let  us  de- 
scend this  steep  flight  of  steps,  and 
enter  this  cellar.  Be  not  too  fastidi- 
ous in  regard  to  the  odor  of  the  place, 
for   eau  de  coloane  and  otto  of  roses 
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are  not  exactly  the  commodities  dis- 
posed of  here,  the  place  being  de- 
voted to  the  sale  of  that  beverage 
classically  termed  "rot-gut,"  and  eat- 
ables which,  unlike  wine,  are  by  no 
means  improved  in  flavor  by  age. 
There  is  the  ''bar,"  and  the  red- 
nosed  gentleman  behind  it  seems  to 
be  one  of  its  best  patrons,  A  wooden 
bench  extends  around  the  apartment, 
and  upon  it  are  seated  about  twenty 
persons  of  both  sexes.  A  brief  sketch 
of  a  few  of  the  "  ladies  "  of  this  good- 
ly company  may  prove  interesting, 
from  the  fact  that  the  names  are  real, 
and  belong  to  prostitutes  who  even 
now  inhabit  the  regions  of  Ann 
street. 

That  handsome,  finely-formed  fe- 
male, with  dark  eyes  and  hair  in  ring- 
lets, and  who  is  also  very  neatly  dress- 
ed, is  "  Kitty  Cling-cling,"  who  has 
been  termed  the  "  belle  of  Ann 
street."  That  lady  in  a  red  dress, 
with  hair  uncommonly  short,  (she 
having  only  recently  dispensed  with  a 
wig,)  is  Joannah  Westman,  of  Fleet 
street,  and  Liverpool  Jane  from  the 
same  respectable  neighborhood.  This 
renowned  "  lady  "  of  the  town  was 
(and  is)  distinguished  by  a  huge  scar 
on  her  left  cheek,  which  seems  to  be 
the  exact  impression  of  a  gin  bottle, 
probably  thrown  in  some  brawl  in 
Liverpool,  her  native  place.  Then 
there  is  Lixe  Whittaker,  from  Lowell, 
who  "  ties  up"  at  the  corner  of  Fleet 
and  Ann  streets.  Then  we  notice  two 
ladies  who  rejoice  in  the  mellifluous 
names  of  "  Bald-head  "  and  "Cock- 
roach," and  who  Are  both  worthy 
representatives  from  Keith's  Alley. 
These,  with  a  small  sprinklit.g  of 
ebony  lasses  and  their  attendant  cav- 
aliers, make  up  the  very  respectable 
assemblage. 

And  now  everybody  brightens  up, 
as  a  couple  of  colored  gentlemen  en- 
ter the  cellar,  and  seating  themselves 
upon  a  raised  platform  termed  by 
courtesy  "the  orchestra,"  commence 


tuning  a  fiddle  and  base  viol,  prepara- 
tory to  a  dance  by  "  all  the  charac- 
ters."— Away  the  musicians  glide  in- 
to the  harmonious  measures  of  a  gay 
quadrille — and  to  say  the  truth,  the 
music  is  excellent,  for  Picayune  and 
Joe  are  very  skilful  performers  on 
their  respective  instruments,  and  are 
iyell  qualified  to  play  for  a  much  more 
select  and  fashionable  auditory.  And 
now  the  voluptuous  Kitty  Cling-cling 
is  led  to  the  centre  of  the  festive  hall 
by  a  sable  mariner,  and  begins  to  foot 
it  merrily  to  the  dulcet  strains;  while 
Bald-head  and  Cockroach  find  part- 
ners in  two  African  geniuses,  whose 
dress  and  general  appearance  woulc 
most  decidedly  exclude  them  from  ad- 
mission into  a  fancy  ball  at  Brigham's. 
Away  they  go,  through  all  the  intri- 
cate mazes  of  the  giddy  dance.  But 
see — a  crowd  of  well-dressed  but  dis- 
sipated young  men  enter  the  cellar, 
their  wild  looks  and  disordered  attire 
plainly  indicating  that  they  are  on  a 
regular  "  time."  Those  young  men 
have  been  imbibing  freely  at  some 
fashionable  saloon  in  Court  or  Han- 
over street,  and  have  come  to  con- 
summate the  evening's  "fun"  by  hav- 
ing a  dance  with  the  fallen  goddesses 
of  Ann  street.  With  a  facetious 
perversity,  they  select  as  partners  the 
most  hideous  of  the  negro  women, 
and  "  mix  in  "  the  dance  with  a  relish 
that  could  not  be  surpassed  if  their 
partners  were  each  a  Venus,  and  the 
cellar  a  magnificent  hall  of  Terpsi- 
chore. The  dance  concluded,  they 
throw  down  a  handful  of  silver  change 
upon  the  counter,  and  invite  "  all 
hands  to  take  a  drink,"  but  very  rare- 
ly drink  themselves  in  such  a  place, 
well  knowing  the  liquor  to  be  unwor- 
thy the  palate  of  men  accustomed  t© 
the  superior  beverages  of  the  aristo- 
cratic establishments.  At  the  com- 
pletion of  this  ceremony,  they  take 
their  departure,  to  visit  some  other 
"  crib,"  and  repeat  the  same  perform- 
ances. 
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But  let  us  (supposing  ourselves  to 
he  invisible,)  pass  from  the  dance 
hail  and  enter  the  adjoinirg  npart- 
nient,  which  is  smaller.  Seated 
arumid  a  rough  deal  table  are  about 
lliiity  men  and  women,  engaged  in 
smoking  and  drinking.  The  room  is 
dimly  lighted  by  a  couple  of  tallow 
candles,  stuck  in  bottles;  the  walls 
are  black  with  dust  and  smoke,  and 
the  aforesaid  table  and  a  few  bencl.es 
constitute  the  entire  furniture  of  the 
room.  The  general  frequenters  of 
the  cellar  are  not  admitted  to  this 
place,  it  being  especially  reserved  for 
the  use  of  those  ladies  and  gentlemen 
who  gain  their  living  on  the  principle 
©f  an  equal  division  of  property — or 
in  other  words,  thieves.  In  this  room, 
secure  from  being  overheard  by  the 
uninitiated  and  vulgar  crowd,  they 
could  "ply  the  lush,"  and  "blow  a 
cloud,"  while  they  talked  over  their 
exploits  and  planned  new  depreda- 
tions. The  room  was  called  the  "  Pig 
Penj"  and  the  society  who  resorted 
there  classed  themselves  under  the 
expressive  title  of  "Grabbers."  Al- 
though not  a  regularly  organized  as- 
soci  ition,  it  had  a  sort  of  leader  or 
captain  whose  authority  was  generally 
recognized.  This  gentleman  was 
called  "Jew  Mike,"  from  the  fact  of 
his  belonging  to  the  Hebrew  persua- 
sion;  he  was  a  gigantic,  swarthy  ruf- 
fian, with  a  long,/  black  beard  and 
most  repulsive  features,  and  was  dress- 
ed in  a  style  decidedly  "  flash,"  his 
coat  garnished  with  huge  brass  but- 
tons, and  his  lingers  profusely  adorned 
with  jewelry  of  the  same  material. 
He  had  recently  graduated  from  the 
State  Prison,  where  he  had  served  a 
term  of  ten  years  for  manslaughter, 
as  the  jury  termed  it;  although  it  was 
universally  regarded  as  one  of  the 
most  cold-blooded  and  atrocious  mur- 
ders ever  committed.  To  sum  up  the 
character  of  this  man  in  a  few  words, 
he  was  a  most  desperate  and  blood- 
thirsty villain,  capable  of  perpetrating 


the  most  enormous  crimes  j  and  daik 
hints  were  sometimes  thrown  out  by 
his  associates  in  reference  to  his 
former  career  ;  some  said  that  he  was 
an  escaped  murderer  from  the  South: 
others  that  he  had  been  a  pirate; 
while  all  united  in  bearing  unqualified 
testimony  as  to  the  villainy  of  his 
character  and  the  number  and  black- 
ness of  his  crimes.  IJe  could  not 
plead  ignorance  in  extenuation  of  his 
manifold  enormilies,  for  he  possessed 
an  education  that  would  have  qualilii"-d 
him  to  move  in  a  respectable  sphere 
of  society,  had  he  been  so  disposed. 
Upon  his  right  was  seated  no  less  a 
personage  than  "Sow  Nance,"  the 
hideous  girl  who  had  that  day  en- 
trapped poor  Fanny  Aubry  into  the 
power  of  Mr.  Tickels;  she  was  much 
intoxicated,  and  by  the  maudlin  fond- 
ness which  she  displayed  for  Jew 
Mike,  it  was  easy  to  surmise  the  na- 
ture of  the  relation  existing  between 
her  and  him.  Included  in  the  com- 
pany were  several  other  "  apple  girls," 
whose  proficiency  as  thieves  entitled 
them  to  the  distinction  of  being  con- 
sidered as  competent  "Grabbers;" 
each  one  of  these  wretched  young 
creatures  had  her  lover,  or  "  fancy 
man,"  who  was  generally  some  low, 
petty  thief^ — although,  among  the  male 
portion  of  the  assembly,  there  were 
several  expert  and  daring  robbers,  the 
most  distinguished  of  whom  was  Jew 
Mike  himself,  whose  skill  as  a  burglar 
had  elevated  him  to  the  highly  hon- 
orable position  of  captain  of  the 
"Grabbers." 

The  "lush"  was  freely  handed 
round,  and  the  company  soon  grew 
"  half  seas  over;"  then  came  wildly 
exaggerated  narratives  of  exploits  in 
robbery,  thieving,  and  almost  every 
species  of  crime,  interspersed  with 
smutty  anecdotes  and  obscene  songs, 
in  which  the  females  of  the  company 
were  not  a  whit  behind  the  males. 
At  length  Jew  Mike  himself  was  vo- 
ciferously called   on  foi  either  a  song 
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(W  a  story  ;  and  not  being  a  vocalist, 
the  gentleman  preferred  entertaining 
his  friends  with  the  latter;  so,  clear- 
ing his  throat  by  an  enormous  draught 
of  brandy,  he  began  as  follows : 

JEW  MIKE'S  STORY. 

"You  see,  lads  and  lasses,  a  year 
or  two  before  I  came  to  this  nccursed 
country  to  be  jugged  for  a  ten  spot, 
for  manslaughter,  (it  was  a  clear  mur- 
der, though,  and  a  good  piece  of 
work,  too,)  I  was  a  nobleman's  butler 
in  the  great  city  of  London.  Ah,  that 
was  the  place  for  a  man  to  get  a  living 
in!  No  decent  "Grabber,"  would 
stoop  to  petty  stealing  there  ;  beauti- 
ful burglaries,  yielding  hundreds  of 
pounds  in  silver  plate ;  elegant  high- 
way robberies,  producing  piles  of 
guineas  and  heaps  of  diamond  watch- 
es,— th^it  was  the  business  followed 
by  lads  of  the  cross  at  that  time  in 
England.  Well,  there's  no  use  in 
crymg  over  spilt  milk,  any  how;  I 
was  obliged  to  step  out  of  England 
when  the  country  got  too  hot  to  hold 
me,  and  if  I  returned  there,  by  G — ! 
my  life  wouldn't  be  worth  a  moment's 
purchase.  And  now  to  go  on  with 
my  story.  I  was  a  noblemnn's  butler, 
and  glorious  times  I  had  of  it — little 
to  do.  plenty  of  pickings  and  stealings, 
free  access  to  the  pantry  and  wine- 
cellar,  and  enjoying  terms  of  easy  in- 
timacy with  the  prettiest  chamber- 
maid in  London.  The  only  draw- 
b  ick  upon  my  happiness  was  Lord 
flavvley's  valet,  a  Frenchman,  named 
Lsgrange,  who  had  been  in  his  lord- 
."^hip's  service  inany  jears,  and  was 
regarded  as  a  remarkably  honest  and 
fiiihful  man, — acid  so  he  was  ;  but 
those  qualities  which  rendered  him 
viduable  to  his  lordship,  of  course 
rendered  him  devilish  obnoxious  to 
me, — for  he  suspected  my  real  char- 
acter, and  was  continually  playing  the 
spy  upon  me,  and  informing  my  mas- 
ter of  all  my  little  peccadilloes.  For 
instance,  his  lordship  would  send  for 


me  in  his  library,  and  say,  sternly, — 
'  Simpson,  my  valet  Lagrange  informs 
me  that  you  are  improperly  intimate 
with  one  of  the  female  domestics; 
you  must  stop  it,  or  quit  my  service.' 
And  perhaps  the  next  day  he  would 
again  summon  me  before  him,  and, 
with  that  cursed  valet  grinning  mali- 
ciously at  me  from  behind  his  chair, 
say  to  me, — '  Simpson,  I  hear  that 
you  make  too  free  with  my  wine,  and 
are  frequently  intoxicated  ;  stop  it,  or 
I  shall  dismiss  you.'  In  short,  La- 
grange was  the  bdne  of  my  existence, 
and  I  secretly  swore  to  be  terribly 
revenged  upon  him  for  his  tattling 
propensities.  You'll  soon  see  how 
well  I  kept  my  oath. 

"  My  Lady  Hawley  was  a  very  gay, 
dissipated  and  beautiful  woman,  and 
I  had  long  been  aware  that  during  ray 
master's  absence  she  was  in  the  habit 
of  receiving  the  clandestine  visits  of 
a  handsome  young  officer  of  dragoons. 
To  tell  the  truth,  I  used  to  admit  him 
to  the  house,  and  see  that  no  one  was 
in  the  way  to  observe  him  enter  her 
ladyship's  chamber,  for  which  services 
I  received  very  liberal  rewards  from 
both  her  ladyship,  and  Captain  St. 
Clair.  Lord  Hawley  doted  upon  his 
wife,  who  was  many  years  younger 
than  himself;  and  often  have  I  laugh- 
ed in  my  sleeve  when  I  thought  what 
a  cuckold  she  made  of  him.  But  he 
suspected  nothing  of  the  kind  ;  I  was 
the  only  person,  besides  the  parties, 
who  knew  of  the  intrigue;  even  La- 
grange, artful  spy  as  he  was,  did  not 
discover  it.  My  master  who  was  ad- 
dicted to  gambling,  was  absent  until 
a  late  hour  every  night,  at  Crock- 
ford's  ;  and  thus  her  ladyship  had 
every  opportunity  to  enjoy  frequent 
interviews  with  her  lover.  As  I  knew 
of  her  frailty,  I  had  her  completely  in 
my  power;  and  often  was  I  tempted 
to  threaten  her  with  exposure,  unless 
she  would  "come  down"  handsomely 
with  a  thousand  pounds  or  so,  and 
grant  me  any  other  favor  that  I  might 
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choose  to  demand,  as  the  price  of  my 
iilence, — for,  as  I  said  before,  she 
was  a  beautiful  woman,  and  a  butler 
has  feelings  as  ardent  as  those  of  a 
captain  of  dragoons. 

•'  Well,  matters  continued  very 
quiet  and  agreeable,  until  late  one 
uiorht,  after  1  had  gone  to  bed,  I  heard 
a  low  but  hurried  knock  at  the  door  of 
my  room.  I  arose,  hastily  threw  on 
a  few  garments,  and  opened  the  door, 
when  to  my  astonishment  in  rushed 
Lady  Hawley,  in  her  night-dress,  and 
threw  herself  into  "a  chair,  breathless 
with  agitation.  Almost  instantly  the 
thought  flashed  through  my  mind  that 
her  intrigue  had  been  discovered  ; 
cautiously  closing  the  door,  I  ad- 
vanced towards  her  ladyship,  and  in  a 
respectful  manner  inquired  why  she 
had  honored  me  with  a  visit  so  unex- 
pected, and  what  might  be  the  cause 
of  her  evident  agitation,  at  the  same 
time  assuring  her  of  my  assistance, 
should  she  require  it.  She  fixed  her 
proud,  beautiful  eyes  upon  my  face, 
and  said,  in  a  voice  trembling  with 
emotion, — 

"  '  Good  heavens,  Simpson,  only 
think  of  it,  my  foolish  affair  with  Cap- 
tain St.  Clair  is  discovered!' 

"  '  Is  it  possible,  your  ladyship? '  I 
cried,  '  and  may  I  ask  who ' 

'"His  lordship's  valet,  Lagrange, 
saw  me,  half  an  hour  ago,  conducting 
the  Captain  to  the  private  stair-case 
which  leads  to  the  garden,'  replied 
her  ladyship,  shuddering,  and  shading 
her  face  with  her  hands. 

"  *  And  might  not  your  ladyship 
purchase  his  silence?'  1  asked.  She 
replied, — 

"  '  I  have  just  come  from  his  room  ; 
you  know  hovy  obstinate  he  is, — how 
entirely  devoted  to  his  lordship, — how 
blindly  honest  and  faithful  he  has 
ever  been, — how  singularly  averse  to 
receiving  presents  from  any  source 
whatever,  fearing  it  might  have  the 
appearance  of  bribery.  I  went  to  his 
room,    and   offered    him    a    hundrpd 


guineas  if  he  would  solemnly  swetr 
never  to  reveal  what  he  had  seen.  In 
a  tone  of  cold  indiflerence  he  said,  'I 
must  do  my  duty  to  his  lordt^hip,  to 
whom  I  am  bound  by  the  strongest 
ties  of  gratitude,  even  at  the  sacrifice 
of  your  ladyship's  honor.'  I  entreated 
him,  almost  on  my  knees,  to  give  the 
required  promise;  I  oflfered  to  double, 
nay,  treble  the  sum  that  I  had  named, 
but  no;  he  turned  from  me,  almost 
with  disdain,  (the  low-born  menial  I) 
and  requested  me  to  retire,  as  I  must 
be  aware  of  the  impropriety  of  such  a 
visit,  at  such  an  hour.  Perceiving  the 
uselessness  of  attempting  to  bribe  him 
to  secresy,  I  left  him,  cursing  him  for 
his  obstinacy,  and  came  direct  to  you. 
Heavens!'  added  her  ladyship,  draw- 
ing her  robe  over  her  partially  denu- 
ded bosom,  '  how  desperate  the  fear 
of  exposure  has  made  me,  that  in  this 
indecent  attire  I  go  at  midnight  to 
the  chambers  of  male  servants  !-  — 
Simpson,  can  you  help  me  in  this 
dreadful  emergency?  You  have  here- 
tofore proved  faithful  to  me, — do  not 
desert  me  now.  Lagrange  must  be. 
silenced  ! — do  you  under.stand  me  ? 
At  any  cost,— at  any  risk, — his  bab- 
bling tongue  must  be  hushed,  hy  you, 
for  you  are  the  only  person  whom  I 
can  trust  in  the  affair.  Yes,  he  must 
never  speak  the  word  that  will  pro- 
claim my  dishonor  to  the  world  !' 

"  '  At  any  cost,  your  ladysjiip  ? ' 
rejoined  I,  fixing  my  eyes  steadily 
upon  hers,  for  her  despair  rendered 
me  bold,  and  1  was  not  one  to  suffer 
an  opportunity  to  slip  by  unim- 
proved. 

"'I  understand  you,  fellow!'  she 
replied,  with  a  hysterical  laugh  and  a 
glance  of  scorn, — 'and  much  as  I 
despise  you,  I  answer  yes !  at  any 
cost.  But,  gracious  Heavens,  what 
do  I  say?  You,  a  menial,  a  base-born 
servitor!  But  no  matter;  even  that 
is  far  preferable  to  exposure.  Good 
God!  to  think  of  being  cast  off  by  hia 
lordship  with  loathing  and  contempt, 
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despised  auo  hated  bv  ^''^  relatives, — 
an  eternai  '");.>i  upon  luv  i^ine, — for- 
ever excludru  from  tha.  "^I'iiere  of 
society  of  wh.  "m  I  am  iht  ita.  and 
centre, — no,  thac  :haK  nc  .,  never 
be.  Silence  Lagran j;e,—  srence  him 
forever, — then  ask  Oi"  zie  any  favor, 
and  it  shall  not  be  denied.' 

"I  approached  her  ladyship;  she 
was  pale  as  marble,  but  how  superbly 
beautiful  !  Her  glossy  hair,  all  dis- 
ordered, hung  in  rich  masses  upon 
her  uncovered  shoulders;  her  seduc- 
tive night-dress  but  imperfectly  con- 
cealed the  glories  of  her  divine  form, 
— her  heaving  bosom,  so  voluptuous 
and  fair,  v;as  more  than  half  disclosed 
to  my  gaze.  With  a  palpitating  heart 
1  laid  my  trembling  hand  upon  one  of 
her  plump,  white  shoulders.  Never 
shall  I  forget  the  majestic  rage  and 
scorn  of  her  look,  as  she  star  ed  to 
her  feet,  and  stood  before  me  in  all 
the  pride  of  her  imperial  beauty. 

"'  Fellow,'  she  said,  with  desperate 
calinnes?,  'you  are  bold;  but  perhaps 
I  ought  to  have  expected  this.  I  per- 
ceive that  you  are  disposed  to  take 
every  advantage  of  my  situation.  Be 
it  so,  then;  but  not  until  you  have 
earned  ihe  reward,  can  you  claim  it. 
Remember  this.  Fortunately,  his 
lordship  is  out  of  town,  and  will  not 
return  until  the  day  after  to-morrow; 
but  oh  !  how  unfortunate  that  his, 
accursed  valet  did  not  accompany 
him!  Lagrange  pretended  to  be  ill, 
ai'.d  was  left  behind,  and  my  lord  was 
attended  by  another  servant.  No 
matter, — you  will  have  an  opportunity 
to  dispose  of  this  French  spy  ere  the 
return  of  his  master.  I  care  not  what 
method  you  take  to  silence  his  tongue, 
— but  be  secret  and  sure;  and  when 
the  work  is  done,  you  shall  have  your 
reward — not  before.' 

"  Having  thus  spoken,  her  ladyship 
swept  out  of  the  room  with  the  air  of 
a  queen,  leaving  me  to  devise  the  best 
method  of  silencing  Lagrange  forever. 
I  could    not   mistake    her    ladyship's 


meaning  ;  she  wished  me  to  tnurde/" 
the  man.  Now,  the  fact  is,  ladies  and 
gentlemen,  murder's  a  devilish  tick- 
lish business,  any  how ;  not  that  1 
ever  had  any  false  delicacy  in  relation 
to  the  wickedness  of  the  thing — 
pshaw!  nothing  of  the  kind, — you'll 
all  believe  me  when  I  assure  you  that 
I'd  as  soon  cut  a  human  throat,  as 
wring  the  neck  of  a  chicken,  for  that 
matter  ;  but  then  the  consequences  of 
a  discovery  are  so  ducedly  unpleasant, 
and  although  I  am  confident  in  my 
own  mind  that  I  am  destined  to  ter- 
minate my  existence  ornamented  witli 
a  hempen  cravat,  I  have  never  had 
any  desire  to  hasten  that  consumma- 
tion. So  I  didn't  altogether  relish 
the  job  which  her  ladyship  had  given 
me;  but  when  I  thought  of  her  sur- 
passing beauty,  my  hesitation  van- 
ished like  mists  before  the  rising  sun, 
and  I  resolved  to  do  it. 

"  Several  times  the  next  day  I  tried 
to  provoke  Lagrange  into  a  quarrel, 
but  the  wily  rascal,  as  if  divining  my 
intentions,  only  shrugged  his  should- 
ers and  smiled  in  the  cold  and  sarca.*! 
tic  manner  peculiar  to  him.  Thii 
enraged  me  greatly,  and  after  appl?- 
ing  the  most  abusive  epithets  to  hitr 
I  finally  struck  him.  But  all  availed 
nothing;  unlike  the  majority  of  his 
countrymen,  the  fellow  was  cold  and 
passionless,  even  under  insults  and 
blows.  I  had  provided  myself  with  a 
sharp  butcher's  knife,  which  I  carried 
in  my  sleeve,  ready  to  plunge  into  hie 
heart,  had  he  offered  to  attack  me  in 
return  ;  and  thus  1  hoped  to  make  it 
appear  that  I  had  slain  him  in  self- 
defence.  r»ut  his  admirable  cool- 
ness and  self-possession  defeated  that 
scheme, — and  I  saw  that  I  would  be 
obliged  to  slay  him  deliberately,  at 
the  first  opportunity. 

"  That  opportunity  was  not  long 
wanting. 

"  During  the  afternoon  he  had  oc- 
casion to  visit  the  wine  vault,  of 
which    ]    alone  had  the   key  ;    I  ao- 
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'coiupanied  hin)  thither,  and  while  he 
was  engaged  in  selecting  some  malt 
liquor  for  the  servants'  table,  I  said 
to  him, — 

"  •  Monsieur  Lagrange,  you  arc 
acquainted  with  a  secret  that  inti- 
mately concerns  her  ladyship;  whal 
use  do  you  intend  to  make  of  this 
knowledge  V 

•"The  Frenchman  very  cooliy  in- 
timated that  it  was  none  of  my  busi- 
ness, and  continued  his  employment. 
His  back  was  towards  me  :  1  ap- 
proached nearer  to  him,  and  said,  in 
a  low  tone, — 

"  'You  infernal,  backbiting,  sneak- 
ing scoundrel,  you  have  often  betrayed 
me  to  my  master,  and  would  now  be- 
tray her  ladyship.  You  shall  not  live 
to  do  it — die  like  a  dog,  as  you  are ! ' 

"  While  thus  addressing  him,  I  had 
drawn  forth  my  knife;  and  as  I  ut- 
tered the  last  words,  I  plunged  it  with 
all  my  force  into  his  left  side,  up  to 
the  very  handle.  The  blade  passed 
directly  through  his  heart,  and  with- 
out a  groan  he  fell  dead  at  my  feet. 

"  No  remorse — no  sorrow  for  the 
bloody  deed  I  had  committed,  found 
entrance  to  my  soul;  on  the  contrary, 
I  gazed  at  the  corpse  with  savage  ex- 
ultation. 'That  babbling  tongue  is 
now  forever  hushed,'  thought  I ;  and 
then,  as  a  sudden  strange  thought 
struck  me,  I  added — '  and  that  tongue 
shall  be  my  passport  to  a  bliss  more 
exquisite  than  the  joys  of  Paradise.' 
With  an  untrembling  hand  I  cut  off 
the  dead  man's  tongue,  secured  it 
about  me,  and  having  hid  the  body 
behind  a  row  of  wine  casks,  left  the 
cellar,  securely  locked  the  door,  and 
then  went  about  my  usual  avocations, 
resolving  to  dispose  of  the  corpse  that 
night  in  some  manner  that  should 
avert  suspicion  from  me,  for  I  had 
every  confidence  in  my  own  ingenu- 
ity. 

"Towards  evening  I  sought  and 
obtained  an  interview  with  her  lady- 
ship,   in    private.     She    advanced    to 


meet  me  with  a  hurried  step  and 
sparkling  eyes. 

"  '  Simpson,  is  it  done7'  she  asked, 
in  a  tone  of  extreme  agitation,  and 
laying  her  delicate  liand  on  my  arm. 

"  •  It  is,  your  ladyship,'  was  my  re- 
ply, producing  and  holding  before  her 
the  bloody  evidence  of  the  deed — 
'  and  here  is  the  tongue  of  Lagrange, 
— the  tongue  that  would  have  pro- 
claimed your  shame  and  effected  your 
ruin,  had  its  owner  lived;  but  he  now 
lies  a  cold  corpse,  and  this  once  mis- 
cliievous  member  is  now  as  powerless 
as  a  piece  of  carrion  beneath  a  butch- 
er's shamble.' 

"'And  the  body — how  will  you 
dispose  of  that  ?  '  she  asked,  shudder- 
ing, and  turning  from  the  sickening 
spectacle  with  disgust. 

"  '  To-night  it  shall  be  snnk  deep 
in  the  waters  of  the  Thames,'  I  re- 
plied; and  then,  in  a  more  familiar 
manner  than  I  had  as  yet  ventured  to 
assume,  I  reminded  her  ladyship  of 
the  reivard  she  had  promised  me,  as 
soon  as  the  job  should  be  completed. 
Again  she  shuddered, — and  turned 
deadly  pale  ;  and  with  a  bitter  smile, 
which  seemed  to  me  to  be  expressive 
of  hatred  and  contempt  combined, 
she  answered, — 

"  '  You  are  right,  Simpson ;  you 
have  obeyed  my  wishes,  and  merit 
your  reward, — but  not  now,  not  now! 
Co.me  to  my  chamber  at  midnight ;  I 
shall  expect  you, — you  understand. 
Go  now — leave  me;  remove  all  traces 
of  your  crime.  I  shall  take  care  to 
have  a  quantity  of  plate  removed  from 
the  house  to-night,  and  destroyed, 
and  when  his  lordship  returns  to- 
morrow, he  will  imagine  that  La- 
grange, despite  his  supposed  faithful- 
ness and  integrity,  has  absconded  and 
stolen  the  plate, — that  will  account  to 
him  for  the  valet's  sudden  oisappear- 
ance.     Leave  me.' 

"  '  Remember,  at  midnight,  your 
ladyship,'  said  I,  and  left  her  ;  but 
when  I    had  closed    the  door  of   the 
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apartment,  I  imagined  that  I  ficard 
her  give  utterance  to  a  scornful  laugh. 
However,  I  attributed  it  to  her  o-rati- 
ficalion  at  tlie  death  of  Lagrange  ; 
and  descending  to  the  wine  cellar,  I 
busied  myself  in  washing  away  the 
stains  of  blood  from  the  floor.  How 
impatiently  I  longed  for  the  arrival  of 
midnight!  the  hour  that  was  (o  bring 
with  it  the  reward  of  my  crime! 

"During  ihe  evening,  I  paid  a  visit 
to  a  noted  "boozing  /reji "  in  St. 
Giles',  which  bore  the  very  suitable 
appellation  of  the  "  Jolly  Thieves." 
Here  I  engaged  two  desperate  fellows 
of  my  acquaintance — (for  I  went  on 
a  crack,  now  and  then,  myself,  just  to 
keep  my  hand  in,) — to  make  away 
with  the  body  of  Lagrange  ;  they 
were  to  come  to  the  rear  of  my  mas- 
ter's houae,  an  hour  after  midnight, 
provided  with  a  sack  and  some  means 
of  conveyance ;  and,  for  a  liberal  re- 
ward, they  promised  to  carry  off  the 
corpse,  and,  having  attached  a  heavy 
weight  to  it,  sink  it  in  the  Thames,-^ 
although  I  felt  assured  in  my  own 
mind,  'that,  instead  of  giving  it  to  the 
fishes,  they  would  make  a  more  pro- 
fitable disposition  of  it,  by  selling  it 
to  some  surgeon  for  dissection ; — 
"  body-snatching  "  being  a  part  of 
their  profession,  as  well  as  burglary 
and  murder.  Having  made  this  im- 
portant arrangement,  and  paid  them  a 
good  ronnd  sura  in  advance,  (for  I 
was  well  provided  with  money,)  I  re- 
turned to  my  master's  house,  which  I 
reached  about  eleven  o'clock. 

"  At  length  the  welcome  midnight 
hour  arrived,  and  with  a  beating  heart 
I  repaired  to  the  chamber  of  her  lady- 
ship.    It  was  a  large  apartment,  fur- 
nished   with  exquisite    taste  and    ele- 
gance,— in   fact,    a  perfect    bower   of 
the    graces ;     and,    to    my    somewhat ' 
voluptuous  mind,  not  the  lecst  attrac-! 
live   feature  of  it,  was  a   magnificent' 
and  luxurious  led,  mysteriously  hidden  , 
beneath    a    profuse    cloud    of    snowy 
drapery,    heavily    laden     with    costly ! 


lace.  I  had  already  pictured  to  my- 
self the  delights  of  an  anioroLS  dalli 
aiice  within  that  bower  of  Venus,  with 
one  whose  glorious  beauty  could  not 
have  been  surpassed  by  that  of  the 
ardent  goddess  herself, —  but  how 
grievously  was  I'doomed  to  be  disap- 
pointed, at  tlve  very  moment  when  I 
fancied  my  triumph  certain !  But  1 
must  not  anticipate  my  story. 

"In  answer  to  my  resptctful,  and 
I  must  own,  somewhat  timid,  knock 
at  the  chamber  door,  1  heard  the  mu- 
sical but  subdued  voice  of  her  lady- 
ship bidding  me  to  '  come  in.'  I 
entered,  and  having  softly  closed  the 
door,  noiselessly  turned  the  key  in 
the  lock,  and  advanced  to  where  she 
was  seated  by  a  table,  upon  which 
there  stood  wine,  and  materials  of  a 
recherche  supper.  Drawing  a  chair 
close  to  her  ladyship,  I  seated  myself, 
and  gazed  at  her  long  and  ardently, 
while  she,  apparently  unconscious  of 
my  presence,  seemed  to  be  deeply  en- 
gaged in  perusing  a  splendid  volume 
of  Byron's  poems. 

"  Surprised  and  not  perfectly  at 
ease,  in  consequence  of  her  silence 
and  abstraction,  (for  she  had  not  eveE 
glanced  at  me,)  I  at  length  ventured 
to  observe — 

"  '  Your  ladyship  sees  that  I  am 
punctual  ;  as  of  course  I  could  not 
neglect  to  keep  so  delightful  an  ap- 
pointment.' 

"  Still  she  answered  nothing,  nor 
even  raised  her  eyes  from  the  book  ! 
During  the  silence  of  some  minutes 
that  ensued,  I  had  an  excellent  oppor- 
tunity to  feast  my  eyes  upon  the  ser- 
aphic loveliness  of  her  face,  and  the 
admirable  proportions  of  her  queen- 
like form.  She  \*as  dreesed  with 
studied  simplicity,  and  m  a  style  half 
neglige,  infinitely  more  fascinating 
than  the  most  elaborate  full  dre^s.  A 
robe  of  snowy  whiteness,  made  so  as 
to  display  her  plump,  soft  arms  and 
fine,  sloping  shoulders,  and  entirely 
without    otnament,    constituted    her 
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attire ;  and  a  single  white  rose  alone 
relieved  the  jet  darkness  o  f  her  clus- 
tering hair.  She  was  seated  in  a  man- 
ner that  enabled  me  to  view  her  pro- 
file to  the  best  advantage  ;  I  was  never 
more  forcibly  struck  with  its  purely 
classical  and  Grecian  outlines  ;  and 
I  observed  that  a  soft  expression  of 
melancholy  was  blended  with  the 
usual  hauteur  that  sat  enthroned  upon 
her  angelic  features. 

"  As  I  gazed  admiringly  upon  the 
beautiful  woman,  whom  1  could  almost 
imagine  to  be  a  being  from  a  celestial 
world,  I  could  not  help  saying  to  my- 
self— 

"  '  After  all,  she  is  an  adulteress 
and  a  murderess  ;  and  is  now  about 
to  sacrifice  her  person  to  me,  the  in- 
strument of  her  murderous  wishes. 
Why,  what  a  devil  is  here,  in  the  form 
of  a  lovely  woman,  whose  beauty  would 
seem  to  proclaim  her  a  tenant  of  the 
akies,  while  the  black  depravity  of  her 
heart  fits  her  only  for  the  companion- 
ship of  the  fiends  below  I  Why  do  1 
hesitate  and  tremble  in  her  presence? 
Slie  is  in  my  power — my  slave  !  Yet, 
by  heavens,  what  a  superb  creature  I 
A  thousand  passionate  devils  are 
dancing  in  her  brilliant  eyes — her  lips 
are  moist  with  the  honey  of  love — and 
her  form  seems  to  glow  with  ardent 
but  hidden  fires  !  Come,  let  me  de- 
lay no  longer,  but  speak  to  her  in  the 
language  befitting  a  master  to  his 
slave  !' 

"  '  Lady,'  said  I,  in  a  tone  familiar, 
yet  not  disrespectful — '  why  this  re- 
serve and  silence?  You  know  for 
what  purpose  I  come  thus  at  midnight 
to  your  chamber— it  is  by  your  own 
appointment,  and  to  receive  the  re- 
ward of  a  difficult  and  dangerous  ser- 
vice which  I  have  performed  for  you. 
Nay,  I  see  that  you  have  anticipated 
my  coming,  by  preparing  this  delicate 
and  acceptable  feast  for  our  entertain- 
ment. Is  it  not  so,  my  charmer  ? 
And  you  have  dressed  yourself  in  this 
bewitching  style  of  chaste  simplicity, 


solely  to  please  me — am  I  right  ?  But 
corpe  ;  though  you  have  not  yet  spo- 
ken or  looked  at  me,  sweet  coquette 
that  you  are,  I  read  in  your  bright 
eyes  the  confirmation  of  my  hopes. 
Let  us  first  banquet  upon  the  delights 
of  love,  and  then  sip  the  ruby  con- 
tents of  the  sparkling  wine-cup.  which 
I'll  swear  are  not  one  half  so  sweet 
5s  the  nectar  of  your  lips,  which  now 
I  taste.'     ■ 

"I  claspe\l  her  in  my  arms  as  I 
spoke,  and  attempted  to  imprint  a  kisa 
upon  her  lips;  but  she  hurled  me  from 
her  with  disdain,  and  said,  with  an 
air  of  lofty  dignity— 

"  '  Dog,  how  dare  you  thus  intrude 
into  the  sanctity  of  my  chamber!  and 
how  dared  you  for  a  moment  presume 
tjo  think  that  I  intended  to  keep  the 
promise  which,  in  my  eagerness  to 
have  Lagrange  silenced,  I  gave  you? 
Know  that,  sooner  than  submit  to 
your  base  and  loathsome  embraces, 
I'd  brave  exposure  and  even  death  it- 
self! H money  will  satisfy  yon,  name 
your  sum,  and  be  it  ever  so  great,  it 
shall  be  paid  to  you ;  but  presume 
not  to  think  that  Lady  Adelaide  Haw- 
ley  can  ever  so  far  forget  her  birth 
and  rank,  as  to  debase  herself  with 
such  as  you.' 

"  '  Money,  your  ladyship,  was  not 
what  I  bargained  for,'  I  boldly  replied: 
for  the  scorn  and  contempt  with 
which  she  treated  me,  stung  me  to 
the  quick,  and  enraged  me  beyond  all 
measure.  '  If  your  ladyship  refuses 
to  perform,  honorably  and  fairly,  your 
part  of  the  contract,  you  must  take 
the  consequences  ;  you  shall  be  pro- 
claimed an  as  adulteress,  and  as  an 
accessory  to  the  crime  'of  murder.' 

"  'Fool !'  she  cried — yet  her  coun- 
tenance indicated  the  feir  she  really 
felt,  notwithstanding  the  boldness  of 
her  words — '  fool  !  expose  me  at  your 
peril !  You  dare  not,  for  your  own 
neck  would  be  stretched  in  payment 
for  your  treachey,  while  your  charges 
against  me,  low,  miserable  menial  that 
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you  are,  would  never  be  believed — 
never  !  Such  accusations  against  me, 
a  peeress  of  tlie  realm,  and  a  lady 
"wliose  reputation  has  never  been  as- 
sailed, would  but  add  to  the  general 
belief  in  your  own  guilt,  and  the  cer- 
tainty of  your  fate  ;  such  charges 
would  be  regarded  as  a  paltry  subter- 
fuge and  no  one  would  credit  them. 
Go,  fellow — the  bat  cannot  consort 
with  the  eagle,  nor  can  such  as  you 
•aspire  to  even  the  most  distant  famil- 
iarity with  persons  of  my  rank.  De- 
part, instantly ;  and  to-inorrow  you 
shall  receive  a  pecuniary  reward  that 
will  amply  compensate  you  for  the 
disappointment  you  now  feel.' 

"With  these  words  she  turned  away 
from  me,  waving  her  hand  in  token 
that  the  conference  was  closed  ;  but  I 
was  enraged  and  desperate,  as  much 
by  the  scorn  of  her  manner  as  by  the 
disappointment  I  felt.  A  hell  of  pas- 
sion was  burning  in  my  heart;  and  I 
^aid  to  her,  in  a  low,  deep  tone — 

"  '  Woman,  yoii  shall  be  mine,  even 
if  I  am  obliged  to  commit  another 
murder— I  swear  it  !  I  hesitated  not 
at  perpetrating  a  deed  of  blood ;  nor 
will  I  hesitate  now  to  obtain,  by  vio- 
lence and  even  bloodshed,  the  reward 
you  promised  me  for  that  deed  !  Lady, 
be  wise ;  we  are  alone  at  this  silent 
hour — I  am  powerful  and  you  are 
helplees.     Consent,  then,  or — ' 

"  She  interrupted  me  with  a  scorn- 
ful laugh,  that  rendered  me  almost 
frantic  with  fury.  Reason  forsook  me; 
1  lost  all  self-control,  and  rushed  upon 
her  with  the  ferocity  of  a  madman, 
determined  to   strangle  her. 

"  Ere  I  could  lay  my  grasp  upon 
her,  I  was  seized  and  hurled  to  the 
carpet  with  a  force  that  nearly  stunned 
me.  I  arose  with  difficulty,  and  to 
niy  astonishment  beheld  the  handsome 
cf)untenance  and  glittering  uniform 
of  her  ladyship's  favored  lover,  Cap- 
tain St.  Clair! 

"' Villain,"  said  he,  in  his  usual 
cold  and  haughty  manner,  (he  was  of 


noble  'jlood,  and  proud  as  Lucifer,) 
'you  little  imagined  that  I  was  a  wit* 
nese  of  the  entire  scene  in  which  you 
have  played  so  prais-c worthy  a  part  ! 
Upon  my  honor,  you  are  the  most 
ambitious  of  butlers !  Cooks  and 
chambermaids  are  not  sufficiently  del- 
icate for  your  fastidious  taste,'  for- 
sooth ! — but  you  must  a?pire  to  ladies 
of  noble  birth  !  Faith,  I  should  not 
be  surprised  to  hear  of  your  attempt- 
ing an  intrigue  with  her  gracious 
Majesty,  the  Queen  !  Hark'ee,  fellow, 
begone !  and  thank  my  moderation 
that  I  do  not  punish  you  upon  the 
spot,  for  your  infern^.l  presumption! 
Yet  I  would  scorn  to  tarnish  the  lus- 
tre of  my  good  sword  with  the  blood 
of  such  a  thing  as  thou  !' 

"Captain,'  said  I,  boldly,  (for  I  am 
no  coward,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  as 
you  all  know,)   'as  you  have  seen  fit 
I  to  play  the  spy,  it   is  fair   to  presume 
'  that  you  are  acquainted  with  the  cir- 
j  cumstances  upon  which  my  claim  to 
I  the  favor  of  this   lady   is   bdsed.      At 
I  her  instigation,  and  prompted  by    her 
promises  of  reward,  I  have  murdered 
j  Lord    Hawloy's   valet,    Lagrange,    in 
i  order  to  prevent  his  revealing   to   his 
!  master,  the  criminal  intimacy  existing 
!  between  you  and  her  ladyship.     Now, 
'  Captain,  I  submit  it  to  you   as  a  man 
i  of  honor — having  committed   such  a 
I  deed,  and  exposed  myself  to  such    a 
;  fearful  risk,  am  I   not  entitled   to  the 
I  reward    promised    by    her    ladyship"? 
'.  without  the  hope  of  which   reward,  I 
;  never  would  have  bedewed  my  hands 
I  in  the  blood    of    my    fellow    servant. 
And  can  I  justly  be  blamed  for  claim- 
ing that  reward,  and  even  for  attempt- 
ing to  obtain  it  by  force,  since  1  have 
faithfully  eartied  it?" 
I      "The  Captain  laughed,  half  in  good 
nature,  half  in  scorn,  and  said — 
j      "  'Faith,    you    are    a    well-spoken 
knave,  and    appeal    to    my    honor    as 
if  you  were  my  equal ;  and  I  am  half 
inclined  to  pardon   your  presumption 
on  account  of  your  wit.     Now  listen, 
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my  good  fellow: — her  ladyship,  as  a 
measure  of  policy,  wished  to  have  a 
certain  person  removed,  who  was  pos- 
sessed of  a  dangerous  secret ;  now 
you  were  the  only  available  agent  she 
could  employ  to  effect  that  removal. 
But  you  demanded  a  certain  favor, 
(which  shall  be  nameless,)  as  the 
price  of  your  services,  and  would  ac- 
cept of  no  otlier  remuneration.  The 
danger  was  ifiiniinent;  what  could 
her  ladyship  do?  The  man  must  be 
disposed  of,  even  at  the  sacrifice  of 
truth  ;  her  ladyship  gave  the  required 
promise,  {intending  never  to  keep  it,) 
you  performed  the  service,  and  very 
properly,  I  own,  come  to  receive  your 
reward.  Of  course,  you  perceive  the 
impossibility  of  a  compliance  with 
your  wishes.  No  intrigue  can  exist 
between  the  patrician  and  the  plebe- 
an — 3*ou  are  low-born,  she  of  the  no- 
blest blood  of  the  kingdom.  Are  you 
so  blind,  man,  th?.t  you  cannot  see — 
or  are  you  so  stupid  that  you  cannot 
comprehend — the  repugnance  which 
her  ladyship  must  naturally  feel  at  the 
rery  idea  of  an  amorous  intimacy  ex- 
isting between  a  higrh-born  lady  and — 
good  heavens  ! — a  hidlerl  Here,  my 
good  fellow,  is  a  purse,  containing  fif- 
ty guineas — I  will  double  the  sum  to- 
morrow. Now  go ;  and  remember 
that  you  have  everything  to  expect 
from  our  generosity,  in  a  pecuniary 
point  of  view ;  but  a  repetition  of 
your  demand  for  her  ladyship's  favors, 
will  most  assuredly  result  to  you  last- 
ing disadvantage.' 

"Seeing  the  folly  of  attempting   to 
press  my  claim  further,  T  sneaked  out 
of  the  room,  with  very  much  the  air 
of  a  disconcerted  cur  with  his  tail  be- 
tween his  legs,  tov/use  a   simile    more 
expressive   than    elegant.       The    mo- 
ment I  had  entered  my  own  chamber, 
the  clock    in    a    neighboring    steeple  • 
proclaimed  the  hour  of  two,  and  then  ; 
for  the   first   time  I  remembered   the  I 
appointment  which  I  had    made   with :' 
my  two  particular   friends,  from   the 


"Jolly  Thieves,"  in  reference  to  the 
disposal  of  Lagrange's  body.  The 
hour  appointed  for  meeting  them,  was 
passed  ;  and  suddenly  a  thought  struck 
me — a  strange  thought — which  had 
no  sooner  flashed  through  my  mind, 
than  I  resolved  to  act  upon  its  sugges- 
tion. 'Twas  a  glorious  plan  of  re- 
venn;e,  and  one  which  could  only  have 
emanated  from  my  fertile  imaginatir.n. 

"  'The  corpse  of  the  Frenchman 
shall  become  the  instrument  of  my 
vengeance,'  thought  I,  chuckling  with 
glee.  'I  shall  not  need  the  assistance 
of  those  two  fellows  now — and,  if 
they  are  still  lurking  about  the  house, 
I  will  reward  them  for  their  trouble 
and  send  them  away.  Ah,  lucky 
thought — lucky  thought !' 

"I  found  my  two  friends  in  waiting 
for  me ;  they  grumbled  much  at  my 
want  of  punctuality,  but  their  mur- 
murings  were  hushed  when  I  paid 
them  liberally,  and  dismissed  them, 
saying  that  I  had  discovered  a  much 
safer  and  nmre  convenient  method  of 
disposing  of  the  body,  than  the  plan 
originally  proposed,  and  therefore 
shoi'ld  not  require  their  assistance. — 
They  departed,  rejoicing  at  their  good 
fortune  in  being  freed  from  a  difficult 
anddangeroustask,  and  congratulating 
themselves  on  having  received  as  much 
money  as  they  had  been  promised  for 
its  performance. 

"Taking  with  me  a  dark  lantern,  I 
descended  noiselessly  into  the  wine 
vault,  and  having  secured  the  massive 
iron  door,  proceeded  to  execute  my 
plan  of  vengeance.  Comrades,  can 
you  guess  what  that  plan  was?  No, 
I'll  swear  you  cannot.  But  listen, 
and  you  shall  hear. 

"Placing  my  light  in  a  convenient 
position,  I  dragged  the  dead  body  of 
Lagrange  from  its  place  of  conceal- 
ment ;  then  I  bent  over  it,  and  exam- 
ined the  ghastly  countenance.  Th© 
features  were  pale  and  rigid,  the  teeth  ' 
firmly  set,  and  the  glassy  eyes  wide 
open  and   staring.    The  awful  expres- 
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sion  of  those  dead  orbs  seemed,  bold 
as  I  was,  to  Freeze  tuy  very  soul  as 
with  the  power  of  a  basilisk.  For  a 
single  moment  I  repented  the  deed  ; 
l)ut  that  feeling  soon  passed,  and  I  re- 
joiced at  it. 

"It  occurred  to  me  to  search  the 
pockets  of  my  victim  ;  1  did  so,  and 
found  a  small  sum  of  money,  and  a 
sealed  letter,  addressed  to  Lord  Ilaw- 
ley.  The  valet  had  probably  intended 
to  despatch  that  letter  to  his  master 
that  afternoon — which  design  was 
frustrated  by  his  sudded  death  by  my 
hand.  Eagerly  I  broke  the  seal,  and 
read  as  follows  : — 

'  "London. 

"My  lord, — Should  your  lordship  have 
possibly  designed  extending  your  visit  to 
Berkshire  beyond  the  time  originally  alotted 
to  the  same,  I  entreat  your  lordship  to  set 
aside  every  consideration — every  engage- 
nient,  however  pressing  or  important  its  na- 
ture may  be,  anl  to  return  immediately  to 
town.  Something  has  occurred,  in  the  con- 
duct of  her  ladyship,  intimately  affecting 
your  lordship's  h  mor.  To  relieve  your  lord- 
ship from  any  p  imiul  uncertainty  that  may 
be  occasioned  by  this  indefinite  announce- 
ment, you  will  pardon  me  for  stating  plain- 
ly, that  1  myself  saw  her  ladyship  and  Cap- 
tain St.  Clair,  under  circumstances  that  ad- 
mitted of  but  one  opinion  in  reference  to 
the  nature  of  the  intimacy  existing  between 
them.  Simpson,  the  butler,  whom  1  am 
persuaded  is  in  the  confidence  of  her  lady- 
ship and  the  Captain,  this  afternoon  ques- 
tioned me  in  regard  to  my  knowledge  of  the 
affair,  and  the  use  I  intended  to  make  of 
tkat  knowledge  ;  and  he,  not  deeming  iny 
replies  satisfactory,  abused  and  struck  me. 
My  duty  to  your  lordship  prevented  any  re- 
taliation on  my  part  ;  and  that  duty  (the 
offspring  of  humble  gratitude  for  your  lord- 
ship's many  acts  of  generous  kindness  to 
me,  both  in  tliis  country  and  in  France.) 
HOW  impels  me  to  communicate  these  un- 
pleasant facts — which  I  do,  with  sincere 
sorrow  for  her  ladyship's  indiscretion,  and 
every  desire  for  the  preservation  of  your 
lordship's  honor. 

"  'From  your  lordship's  humble  servant, 
"'Louis  Lagrange.' 

"This  letter,  so  characteristic  of 
the  polished,  wily  and  educated 
Frenchman,  was  written  in  the  French 
language,  with  which  I  was  well  ac- 
quainted.I  therefore  easily  translated  it. 


Atfer  a  careful  perusal,  1  placed  it  in  ray 
pocket-book — for  I  was  well  aware 
that  it  might  one  day  prove  a  valua- 
ble auxiliary  to  me,  should  I  feel  dis- 
posed to  inform  my  master  of  his 
wife's  infidelity,  and  his  lordship  then 
could  not  doubt  the  truth  of  my  com- 
munication, as  it  would  he  confirmed 
by  the  written  testimony  of  his  own 
favorite  and  faithful  servant,  in  whom 
he  had  the  most  unbounded  confi- 
dence. 

" 'Oh,  scornful  Lady  Hawiey  and 
sa'-castic  Captain  St.  Clair  !'  I  could 
not  forbear  exclaiming — 'ye  shall  both 
be  caught  in  a  net  of  your  own  mak- 
ing, when  ye  least  expect  it!  My  la- 
dy will  be  turned  out  of  doors  as  an 
adulteress ;  and  my  gentlen)an  will 
perhaps  be  shot  through  the  head  by 
the  husband  he  has  wronged !  Pa- 
tience, patience,  good  Simpson;  thou 
shalt  yet  riot  in  the  very  satiety  of 
thy  vengeance.  But  now  to  put  in 
operation  my  first  method — an  ingen- 
ious one  it  is,  too — of  avenging  my 
wrongs  !' 

"Among  the'  various  wines  with 
which  the  extensive  cellar  was  abund- 
antly stocked,  was  a  large  cask  con- 
taining a  particular  kind,  of  a  verv 
rich  and  peculiar  flavor;  and  of  this 
wine  I  knew  Lidy^  Hawiey,  who  was 
a  luxurious  woman,  very  fastidious  in 
her  taste,  to  be  especially  fond.  Cap- 
tain St.  Clair,  too,  preferred  it  above 
all  other  kinds;  and  at  the  midnight 
suppers  which  he  so  often  enjoyed 
with  her  ladyship,  the  ruby  contents 
of  this  particular  cask  was  most  fre- 
quently called  into  requisition,  as  I 
well  know,  for  I  had  been  accustomed 
to  carry  it  from  the  cellar  to  the  door 
of  the  bed-chamber  wherein  the  amo- 
rous pair  indulged  in  the  joys  both  of 
Venus  and  of  Bacchus.  The  wirve 
had  been  imported  by  his  lordship, 
who  was  a  bonvivant,  from  Bordeaux 
and  was  particularly  valued  for  its 
rich  color,  solid  body,  and  substantial 
yet  delicate  flavor,  rivalling  ii  these 
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qualities,  perhaps,  that  classic  bever- 
age, the  famed  Greek  wine. 

"  'I  will  add  to  the  exquisite  flavor 
of  this  wine,'  said  I — 'her  ladyship 
and  her  lover  shall  banquet  on  human 
blood;  the  corruption  of  a  putrifying 
corpse  shall  be  mingled  with  the 
sparkling  fluid  that  nourishes  their  un- 
holy passions.' 

"  With  but  little  difficulty,  and  less 
noise,  (for  I  well  understood  such 
matters,)  I  removed  the  head  of  the 
cask,  which  I  found  to  be  about  half 
full.  How  luxurious  was  the  odor 
that  arose  from  the  dark  liquid,  fra- 
grant with  spices !  Taking  a  small 
vessel,  I  drank  a  bumper  —  then 
another.  My  blood  instantly  became 
charged  with  a  thousand  fires  ;  my 
heart  seemed  to  swell  with  mighty 
exultation ;  my  brain  seemed  to  swim 
in  a  sea  of  delight.  I  laughed  with 
mad  glee  to  think  of  the  superb  ven- 
geance I  was  about  to  wreak  on  iny 
enemies  ;  then  I  raised  the  corpse  of 
Lagrange  with  Herculean  strength, 
thrust  it  into  the  cask,  and  pressed  it 
into  the  smallest  possible  compass; 
but  found  to  my  inexpressible  cha- 
grin, that  it  would  be  absolulely  im- 
possible to  re-adjtist  the  head  of  the 
cask,  unless  the  body  was  in  some 
[nanner  made  smaller.  After  a  few 
moments'  reflection,  a  happy  thought 
struck  me.  I  hesitated  not  a  moment, 
but  drew  a  sharp  clasp  knife  from  my 
pocket,  deliberately  severed  the  head 
from  the  body,  and  thrust  it  into  the 
cask.  Then,  without  the  least  diffi- 
culty, I  replaced  the  top  of  the  cask, 
and  my  work  was  accomplished. 

"I  repaired  to  my  chamber  but 
slept  not,  as  you  may  suppose ;  the 
e.vents  of  that  day  and  night  had  been 
of  a  nature  too  singularly  exciting  to 
admit  of  repose.  Shortly  after  I  had 
retired,  I  heard  Lady  Hawley  conduct 
her  lover  to  the  back  stair-case ;  there 
was  a  sound  of  kissing,  and  a  whis- 
pered appointment  made  for  another 
meeting,  on  a  night  when  his  lordship 
3 


would  probably  be  absent.  *  Yes,  and 
at  that  interview,  my  amorous  pair,' 
thought  I,  'shall  you  taste  of  the  wine 
which  I  have  improved  by  an  addition 
which  you  will  little  suspect,  but  with 
which  you  shall  one  day  be  made  ac- 
quainted.' And  then  I  laughed  till 
the  tears  rolled  down  my  cheeks. 

"Lord  Hawley  returned  at  the  ex- 
pected time,  and  immediately  inquired 
for  his  valet,  Lagrange.  The  gentle- 
man was,  of  course,  among  the  miss- 
ing; and  I  overheard  her  ladyship 
announcing  to  her  husband  that  the 
Frenchman  had  absconded,  carrying 
off"  plate  and'jewelry  to  a  considerable 
amount.  Lord  Hawley  was  extreme- 
ly shocked  and  grieved  on  receiving 
this  (false)  intelligence;  and  I  heard 
him  mutter,  as  he  retired  in  great 
perturbation  of  mind  to  his  study, — 
'  What,  can  it  be  possible  7  —  La- 
grange, whom  I  esteemed  to  be  the 
most  honest  and  faithful  fellow  in  the 
world — of  whose  fidelity  I  have  had 
so  many  evidences, — whom  I  have 
often  benefitted, — can  it  be  that  he 
has  deserted  and  robbed  me?  Then 
indeed  do  I  believe  all  mankind  to  be 
false  as  hell !' 

"A  week  passed,  and  nothing  oc- 
curred in  Hawley  House  worthy  of 
mention.  At  the  expiration  of  that 
time,  his  lordship  went  on  a  short 
journey,  (connected  with  some  poli- 
tical object,)  which  would  occasion 
him  a  fortnight's  absence  from  home. 
Then  was  her  ladyship  and  the  cap- 
tain in  clover !  and  then  was  afforded 
me  an  opportunity  to  set  before  them 
the  wine  which  I  had  enriched  by  my 
famous  addition  ! 

"Not  deeming  it  necessary  to  adopt 
the  usual  precautions,  my  lady  feasted, 
toyed  and  dallied  with  her  handsome 
lover  in  her  own  private  apartments, 
fearing  no  detection,  as  she  was  cer- 
tain that  her  husband  would  not  re- 
turn before  the  specified  time,  and  as 
I  was  the  only  person  aware  of  the 
captain's  presence  in  the  house;   *»« 
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she  feared  not,  thinking  that  I  dared 
not  betr:iy  her,  as  she  imagined  that  1 
was  completely  in  her  power  on  ac- 
count of  the  murder  I  had  committed. 
Preity  fool !  she  little  thought  of  the 
plan  1  had  formed  for  her  destruction, 
and  tliat  of  her  haughty  and  hated 
paramour. 

"  I  waited  on  them  at  table  in  my 
humblest  and  most  respectful  man- 
ner ;  and  I  could  perceive  that  they 
inwardly  congratulated  themselves  on 
having,  as  they  thought,  completely 
subdued  me,  and  bribed  me  to  eter- 
nal silence  with  regard  to  their  am- 
ours. 

"  At  their  very  first  banquet,  (for 
the  splendor  of  their  repasts  merited 
that  high-sounding  title,)  1  was  re- 
quested to  bring  from  the  cellar  a  de- 
canter of  their  favorite  wine.  You 
may  be  sure  I  did  not  mistake  the 
cask,  comrades.  I  drew  from  the 
cask  which  contained  the  corpse  of 
Lagrange,  a  quantity  of  the  wine,  and 
holding  it  to  the  light,  observed  with 
intense  satisfaction  that  it  had  assum- 
ed a  darker  tinge — it  looked  just  like 
blood.  For  a  moment  I  was  tempted 
to  taste  it ;  but  damn  me !  bad  and 
blood-thirsty  as  I  was,  I  could  not  do 
that.  The  corpse  had  been  soaking 
in  the  v/ine  a  full  week  ;  I  was  con- 
vinced that  the  liquid  was  pretty 
thoroughly  impregnated  with  the  fla- 
vor of  my  scientific  improvement  ; 
and  even  my  stomach  revolted  at  the 
idea  of  drinking  wine  tainted  and 
reeking  with  the  dead  flesh  and  blood 
of  the  man  I  had  murdered. 

•'  I  placed  the  wine  on  the  table 
before  my  lady  and  the  Captain;  and 
I  am  free  to  confess  that  1  trembled 
somewhat,  in  view  of  the  possibility 
of  iheir  detecting,  at  the  first  taste, 
the  trick  which  I  had  played  upon 
them.  Very  nervous  was  I,  when 
the  Captain  slowly  poured  out  a  wine 
glass  full,  and  raised  it  to  his  lips; 
but  how  delighted  was  I,  when  he 
drained  every  drop  of  it  with  evident 


satisfaction,  smacked  his  lips,  and 
said  to  the  lady — 

"  'By  my  fa.th,  Adelaide,  His  a 
drink  (or  the  gods!  How  that  wine 
improves  by  age!  Never  before  hae 
It  tasted  so  rich,  so  fiuity,  so  deli- 
cious! Observe  what  a  firm  body  it 
has — what  deep,  rich  color — a  fitting 
hue  for  a  soldier's  beverage,  for  'tis 
red  as  blood.  Allow  me  to  fill  your 
ladyship's  glass,  that  you  may  judge 
of  its  improved  and  wonderful  meir=^ 
its.' 

"  Her  ladyship  drank,  and  pro- 
nounced it  excellent.  I  was  in  silent 
extacies.  '  Drink  the  blood  and  es- 
sence of  the  murdered  dead,  ye  fools, 
and  call  it  sweet  as  honey  to  your 
taste!'  I  mentally  said — 'ere  many 
days  your  souls  shall  be  made  sick 
with  the  knowledge  oi lohat  ye  hav« 
drank! 

"  The  guilty  pair  were  not  in  thie 
slightest  degree  reserved  in  my  pres- 
ence; on  the  contrary,  they  jested, 
they  talked,  they  indulged  in  famil- 
iarities before  my  face,  in  a  manner 
that  astonished  me  not  a  little.  Com- 
rades, none  of  you  have  seen  mucb 
of  fashionable  HA',  I  take  it;  for  at- 
fhojigh  you  all  belong  to  the  very 
bes^t  society  in  Ann  street,  you  can't 
reasonably  be  supposed  to  have  much 
of  an  idea  of  society  as  'tis  seen  in 
the  mansion  of  an  English  nobleman. 
Therefore,  if  you  don't  think  ifiy 
yarn  already  too  tedious,  (its  as  true 
as  gospel,  every  word  of  tt,  upon  the 
unsullied  honor  of  a  gentleman!)  and 
if  you'd  like  to  kno\/  something  of 
the  capers  of  rich  and  fashionable 
people  in  high  life,  I'll  tell  you,  ie 
as  few  words  as  possible,  some  of  the 
sayings  and  doings  of  n  y  lady  Haw- 
ley  and  her  handsome  lover,  Captaiw 
St.  Clair,  as  witnessed  by  me,  at  th«f 
time  of  which  I  have  been  speaking, 
in  London." 

Jew  Mike  paused  to  take  breath 
and  "  wet  his  whistle;"  while  all  his 
listeners  eagerly  requested  him  to 
"  go  on  "  with  his  yarn.     During  tho 
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nrogress  of  the  narrative,  an  old, 
comical  looking  man,  not  over  well 
dressed,  had  entered  the  room,  un- 
noticed; and  seating  himself  in  one 
corner,  he  pulled  a  pipe  from  his 
pocket,  lighted  'it,  and  began  to 
smoke,  at  the  same  time  taking  a 
keen  and  intelligent  survey  of  the 
motley  assentbly.  Jew  Mike,  having 
quenched  his  thirst,  resumed  his  sto- 
ry. [The  reader  will  be  good  enough 
to  observe,  that  while  we  give  the 
substance  of  this  worthy  gentleman's 
narrative,  we  pretend  not  to  give  his 
precise  words.  It  is  highly  probable 
that  he  adapted  his  language  to  the 
humble  capacities  of  his  low  and  il- 
literate auditors;  and  we  have  taken 
the  liberty  to  clothe  his  ideas  in 
words  better  suited  to  the  more  intel- 
ligent and  refined  understandings  of 
our  readers.] 

"  Well,  ladies  and  gentlemen," 
said  Jew  Mike — "  as  I  was  saying. 
Lady  Hawley  and  Captain  St.  Clair 
got  so  bad  that  they  never  minded 
toy  presence  a  bit,  but  talked  and 
acted  before  me  with  as  much  free- 
dom as  if  1  were  both  deaf  and  blind. 
My  lady  would  dress  herself  in  the 
Captain's  uniform,  which  fitted  her 
to  a  charm,  for  she  was  a  large,  mag- 
nificent woman,  while  he  was  of  no 
great  stature  for  a  man,  although  ex- 
ceedingly well-made  and  handsome. 
Nor  was  that  ail:  the  Captain  would 
attire  himself  in  her  splendid  gar- 
ments, and,  but  for  his  moustache 
and  imperial,  might  have  passed  for 
a  very  handsoine  woman.  And,  to 
carry  out  the  idea  still  further,  my 
lady  would  pretend  to  take  very  bold 
and  improper  liberties  with  her  lover, 
which  he  would  ?iffect  to  resent  with 
all  the  indignation  proper  to  his  as- 
sumed sex.  Then  they  would  roll 
and  tumble  upon  the  soft  carpet  un- 
til they  were  quite  spent  and  breath- 
less; after  which  the  Captain  would 
run  into  the  chamber,  and  conceal 
himself  beneath,  behind,  or  in  the 
b«d;    she   would   follow   in   oursuit, 


close  the  chamber  door,  and — I 
would  apply  my  eye  to  the  key-hole; 
but  as  1  am  a  polite  man,  and  a.s 
there  are  ladies  present,  (ahem!) 
you'll  e.xcuse  me  for  not  enterina  in- 
to particulars. 

"  So  much  for  their  actions,  now 
for  their  words.  I  was  attending 
them  at  supper  one  nigfht,  and  to  say 
the  truth  they  were  both  of  them 
highly  elevated  in  consequence  ol 
having  too  profusely  imbibed  their 
favorite  wine,  seasoned  with  the  es- 
sence  of  Lagrange,  the  name  which 
I  had  privately  given  it.  The  Cap- 
tain was  very  slightly  attired,  and 
ray  lady  had  on  nothing  but  a  very 
intimate  garment,  which  revealed 
rather  more  than  it  concealed  —  for 
they  had  just  before  been  playing 
the  very  interesting  game  of  •'  hide 
and  seek,"  and  had  not  yet  resume<i 
all  their  appropriate  garments.  I 
had  formerly  regarded  lady  Hawley 
as  the  very  beau  ideal  of  all  that  was 
dignified,  haughty  and  majestic  ;  bul 
that  night  she  looked  lewd  and  sen- 
sual, in  an  eminent  degree,  and  ap- 
peared utterly  reckless  of  all  decency. 
She  exposed  her  person  in  a  manner 
that  astonished  me,  and  seen  ted  (:<i 
abandon  herself  without  reserve,  tfe 
all  the  promptings  of  her  volumpiu- 
ous  nature.  Her  appearance,  con- 
versation and  actions  were  not 
without  their  influence  on  me,  you 
may  be  sure  ;  and  if  ever  1  envied 
mortal  man,  it  was  that  young  o(a- 
cer,  who  could  revel  at  will  in  the 
arms  of  the  beautiful  wanton  at  his 
side. 

''  The  Captain,  reclining  his  head 
upon  her  fair  bosom,  said — 

'•  And  so  Adelaide,  in  a  few  days 
your  odious  husband  will  return,  and 
terminate  these  rapturous  blisses. 
Why  in  the  devil's  name  don't  the 
accursed  old  man  die  of  apoplexy,  or 
break  his  neck,  or  get  shot  in  a 
duel,  or  do  something  to  relieve  us 
of  his  hated  interference  with  out 
stolen  joys  ?' 
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"  '  Ah,  St.  Clair,'  answered  the 
lady,  with  a  glance  of  passion — 
'  would  that  the  old  man  were  dead  ! 
Since  I  have  tasted  the  sweets  of 
your  society — since  I  first  listened 
to  the  music  of  your  voice,  and  since 
first  this  heart  beat  tumultuously 
against  yours,  my  whole  nature  is 
changed — my  blood  is  turned  to  fire; 
my  religion  is  my  love  for  you  ;  my 
deity  is  your  image,  and  my  heav- 
en— is  in  your  arms.  Oh,'  she  sud- 
denly exclaimed,  as  the  rich  blood 
mantled  on  her  face  and  neck — '  how 
terrible  it  is  for  a  young  and  passion- 
ate woman  to  be  linked  in  marriage 
to  an  old,  impotent,  cold,  passionless 
being,  who  claims  the  name  of  man, 
but  is  not  entitled  to  it  !  And  then 
if  she  solaces  herself  with  a  lover — 
as  she  must,  or  die — she  is  continu- 
ally agitated  with  fears  of  her  hus- 
band's jealousy,  and  the  dread  of 
discovery.  Like  the  thirsty  travel- 
ler in  a  barren  waste,  her  soul 
yearns  for  an  ocean  of  delights  — 
and  pants  and  longs  in  vain.  Hus- 
band .  would  that  there  was  no  such 
word,  no  such  relation  as  it  implies 
— 'tis  slavery,  'tis  madness,  to  be 
chained  for  life  to  but  one  source  of 
love,  when  a  thousand  streams  would 
not  satiate  or  overflow.  Yet  the 
world  —  the  world  —  disgraces  and 
condemns  such  as  I  am,  if  discover- 
ed ;  it  points  to  my  withered  hus- 
band, and  says — 'there  is  your  on- 
ly  laivfullove.^  Heavens!  the  very 
thought  of  him  sickens  and  disgusts 
me  ;  he  a.  lover  !  He  is  no  more  to 
be  compared  to  thee,  my  St.  Clair, 
than  is  the  withered  leaf  of  autumn 
to  the  ripe  peach  or  juicy  pome- 
granate !' 

"'By  all  the  gods  of  war  "  ex- 
claimed the  Captain,  fired  with  ad- 
miration at  her  beauty  and  the  fervor 
of  her  passion  for  him,  and  straining 
her  to  his  breast  in  a  perfect  phrenzy 
of  transport— *  thy  husband  shall  be 
no  longer  a  stumbling-block  between 
us,  angel  of  my  soul  ;  I   will   insult ' 


him — he  will  challenge  me — we  will 
fight — I  am  the  best  shot  in  Europe, 
and  he  will  be  shot  through  the  heart, 
if  the  cold  dotard  have  one.  Yet 
stay — damn  it,  why  not  have  him  dis- 
posed of  after  the  manner  of  the  val- 
et ?  Ha,  ha  !  a  good  thought 
Simpson,  what  say  you  ?  Will  you 
do  it  for  a  couple  of  hundred  guineas, 
and  without  laying  claim  to  the  fa- 
vors of  her  ladyship  ?' 

The  last  sentence  was  uttered 
with  a  very  palpable  sneer  ;  it  en- 
raged me,  for  by  it  I  was  reminded  of 
the  manner  in  which  I  had  been 
swindled  out  of  the  reward  promised 
for  my  other  murder.  Besides,  the 
man's  cool  villainy,  and  the  woman's 
shameless  lechery,  disgusted  me,  bad 
as  I  was  ;  for  they  belonged  to  that 
class  which  professes  all  the  gentili- 
ty, refinement  and  virtue  in  the 
world  ;  and  to  hear  the  one  glorying 
in  adultery,  andthe  other  deliberately 
proposing  murder,  afforded  such  a 
damnable  instance  of  the  sublime 
hypocrisy  peculiar  to  the  "  upper 
ten"  of  society,  that  I  became  des- 
perately angry,  and  answered  the 
Captain  in  a  manner  that  astonished 
him. — You  will  remember,  comrades, 
that  as  great  a  villian  as  I  am,  I  am 
no  hypocrite,  and  was  never  accused 
of  being  one.  And  yet  hypocrisy 
prevails  in  every  department  of  life. 
Look,"  continued  Jew  Mike,  g'etting 
into  a  philosoplcal  strain,  and  strok- 
ing his  enormous  beard  with  an  air 
of  profound  complacency — "  Look  at 
that  venerable  looking  old  gentle- 
man, who  every  Sabbath  stands  in 
his  pulpit  to  declaim  against  wicked- 
ness and  fleshy  lusts.  Mark  his  libi- 
dinous eye,  as  he  follows  that  paint- 
ed strumpet  to  her  filthy  den.  There's 
hypocrisy.  Then  turn  your  eyes  to 
ward  a  sister  city,  and  mark  that 
grey-headed;  sanctimonious  editor, 
wlio  every  week  solemly  prates  of 
honesty,  sobriety,  and  their  kind- 
red virtues.  '  What  an  excellent 
man    he    is '     exclaim    the    whole 
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tribe  of  fat,  tea-drinking  old  women 
in  mob-caps,  raising  their  pious  eyes 
and  snuffy  noses  to  heaven. — Ha, 
ha,  ha  !  Why,  ladies  and  gentle- 
men, that  editor  is  so  cursedly  dis- 
honest and  so  im — mensely  mean, 
tliat  his  hair  wouldn't  stay  black,  but 
turned  to  a  dirty  white  before  its 
time — so  mean,  his  food  won't  digest 
easy — his  shirt  won't  dry  when  wash- 
ed— his  clothes  won't  ifit  him — the 
cholera  won't  have  him — musquitoes 
won't  bite  him — and  if,  after  his  lean 
carcass  is  huddled  under  the  turf, 
his  cunning  little  soul  should  attempt 
to  crawl  through  the  key -hole  of 
hell's  gate,  the  devil,  whose  lacky  he 
has  ever  been,  would  kick  him  with 
as  much  disgust  as  this  fraction  once 
displayed  in  kicking  a  poor  wretch 
whom  he  had  beggard,  starved  and 
ruined  ! 

"But  I  see,  comrades,  that  you  be- 
gin to  grow  impatient  at  this  moraliz- 
ing— and  well  you  may,  for 'tis  always 
distasteful  to  look  at  such  reptiles  as 
we  have  been  contemplating.  Well, 
to  take  up  the  thread  of  my  yarn, 
which  I  shall  bring  to  a  close  as  speed- 
ily as  possible,  for  'tis  getting  late. — 
When  the  Captain  proposed  that  I 
should  murder  Lord  Hawley,  his  and 
her  ladyship's  hypocrisy  enraged  me 
to  such  an  extent,  that  I  boldly  look- 
ed him  in  the  face,  and  said  to  him — 

"  'Say,  who  is  the  greater  villain, 
you  or  I?  You,  who  prate  of  your 
birth,- rank  and  position  in  life,  and 
propose  a  murder,  or  I,  making  no 
pretensions  whatever,  I  that  have  com- 
mitted a  murder  at  the  instigation  of 
one  of  your  class,  in  the  hope  of  re- 
ward? Look  you.  Captain;  neither 
you  nor  your  noble  strumpet  at  your 
side  shall  bribe  me  to  commit  further 
crime.  Wretches  that  you  both  are, 
false  in  honor  and  in  truth,  know  that 
I  am  already  fearfully  revenged  upon 
you — and  your  exposure  is  at  hand. 
Another  murder,  indeed  ! — have  you 
not  both  draiik  blood  enoushV 


"Thii  last  sentence  I  uttered  with 
such  significance  that  the  Captain^ 
started  and  turned  pale.  'What  mean 
you,  scoundrel  V  he  demanded. 

•'  'Follow  me^  both  of  you,  to  the 
wine  cellar!'  I  exclaimed  in  answer, 
fully  determined  to  reveal  the  awfuf 
truth  to  them  at  once.  Astonished 
and  subdued  by  the  impressiveness 
of  my  manner  and  the  singularity  of 
my  words,  they  obeyed.  Having 
seized  a  light  from  the  table,  I  led 
the  way  to  the  cellar,  and  advanced 
to  the  cask  wherein  rotted  the  re- 
mains of  the  murdered  Lagrange. 

"The  scene  must  have  been  a  strik- 
ing one,  comrades.  There  was  the 
vast  vanlt,  dimly  lighted  by  a  single 
wax  taper;  around  were  many  black 
and  mouldering  casks  containing  the 
juice  of  the  grape,  some  of  which 
was  of  great  age.  Before  one  of 
those  casks,  much  larger  than  the  oth- 
ers, stood  1,  brandishing  aloft  the  im- 
plement with  which  I  was  about  to. 
break  open  that  strange  tomb,  and 
disclose  its  awful  secret.  Beside  me^ 
dressed  in  the  slight  garments  I  have 
already  described,  their  pale  counten- 
ances expressive  of  mingled  curiosity 
and  fear,  stood  Lady  Hawley  and  Cap- 
tain St.  Clair,  whom  I  thus  ad- 
dressed • — 

"  'Thid  cask,  may  it  please  your  la- 
dyship and  the  Captain,  contains  the 
wine  which  you  both  are  so  extremely 
fond  of  You  have  observed,  with 
some  surprise,  that  its  flavor  has  of 
late  much  improved.  I  shall  now, 
with  your  permission,  show  you  the 
cause  of  that  improvement,  for  which 
— ha,  ha,  ha  ! — you  are  solely  indebt- 
ed to  me.  The  opening  of  this  cask 
will  disclose  a  mystery  that  you  have 
never  dreamed  of     Look  1' 

"They  both  strained  forward  in  ea- 
ger expectation.  A  few  blows  suffi- 
ced to  remove  the  head  of  the  cask. 
Horror  !  a  sickening  stench  arose, 
and  there  became  visible  the  headless 
trunk  of  a  human  being.     That  por- 
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tion  of  the  body  vvliicli  was  not  im- 
mertied  in  the  wine,  was  putrid. 
*  Look  here  ! '  cried  1,  in  mad  tri- 
unipl),  plunging  my  arm  into  the  cask, 
and  drawing  forlli  the  ghastly  head  of 
Lagrange.  1  held  aloft  the  horrid 
trophy  of  my  vengeance;  there  were 
the  dull,  staring  eyes,  the  distorted 
features,  and  drops  of  wine  oozed 
from  between  the  set  teeth.  With  a 
long,  loud  shriek,  her  ladyship  fell 
to  the  ground  insensible  ;  muttering 
fierce  curses  on  me,  the  Captain 
turned  to  raise  her,  and  profittmg  by 
the  opportunity,  I  escaped  from  the 
cellar  and  fled  from  the  house.  Ma- 
king the  best  of  my  way  to  the  'Jolly 
Thieves,'  in  St.  Giles,  I  sought  safety 
and  concealment  there,  where  I  had 
ample  leisure  to  mature  my  future 
plans. 

".In  a  day  or  two  I  saw  it  announc- 
ed in  one  of  the  newspapers  that  a 
cask  had  been  found  floating  in  the 
fiver  Thames,  which  on  opening  was 
found  to  contain  the  body  and  head 
of  a  man,  and  a  quantity  of  wine. 
The  circumstance  gave  rise  to  the 
supposition  that  the  body  had  been 
procured  by  some  surgeon  for  dissec- 
tion, and  for  some  reason  had  been 
libandoned  and  thrown  overboard. 
The  cask  and  its  contents  had,  of 
course,  been  thrown  into  the  river 
through  the  agency  of  the  Captain ; 
and  the  aff'air  gave  rise  to  neither  ex- 
citement nor  investigation. 

"  Meanwhile,  Lord  Hawley  had  re- 
turned to  town.  No  sooner  was  I 
apprised  of  the  fact,  tlian  I  sent  him 
the  following  blunt  and  somewhat 
rude  epistle, — for  I  felt  too  keen  a 
thirst  for  vengeance  on  my  enemies 
to  admit  of  my  being  very  choice  or 
respectful  in  my  language,  even  to  a 
Hobleman : — 

'"My  lord, — You  are  a  cuckold.  Do 
you  doubt  it  ?  1  can  prove  it,  beyond  the 
Bhadovs'  of  a  doubt.  Captain  Eugcne  St. 
Clair  is  your  lady's  lover^she  is  his  mis- 
tresB.  For  a  long  time  past,  she  has,  during 
youT  absence,  received  him  into  her  cham 


ber.  You  are  laughed  at  by  the  prettj 
pair,  as  a  withered,  iiDijotent  old  dotard. 
You  know  the  handwriting  of  your  late 
valet,  Lagrange.  Accojnpiining  this  is  a 
letter  written  by  him,  to  you  ;  belbre  he 
had  an  opportunity  of  sending  it  to  you, 
he  was  made  away  uiitk,  through  the  in- 
strumentality of  your  amiable  wife,  who 
had  every  reason  to  suppose  that  lie  would 
betray  her.  The  tale  trumped  up  by  the 
noble  harlot  about  the  Frenchman's  having 
stolen  your  property  and  fled,  is  a  lie.  JVly 
lord,  1  think  you  have  reasun  to  be  griite- 
ful  to  me  for  exposing  the  guilty  parties; 
if  so,  any  pecuniary  reward  which  you 
may  see  fit  to  send  me,  by  one  of  your 
servants,  (I  am  at  the  Jolly  Thieves,  in  St. 
Giles',J  will  be  gratefully  accepted  by 

"Michael  Simpson.' 

"  I  thus  freely  disclosed  my  place 
of  concealment  to  his  lordship,  be- 
cause I  apprehended  no  danger  to  my- 
self, knowing  that  the  nobleman  was 
a  man  of  honor,  who  would  not  injure 
the  person  who  had  rendered  him 
such  an  important  service  as  to  put 
him  on  the  track  to  avenge  his  wrongs. 
And  I  also  anticipated  receiving  a 
liberal  reward  for  my  information  ; 
nor  was  I  disappointed, — for  that  very 
evening  a  servant  in  the  Hawley  livery 
called  at  the  Jolly  Thieves,  and  pre- 
sented me  with  a  small  package,  which 
on  opening  I  found  to  contain  bank- 
notes to  the  amount  of  five  hundred 
pounds,  and  the  following  note,  which 
though  in  his  lordship's  handwriting, 
bore  neither  address  nor  signature: — 

"  '  Here  is  the  reward  of  your  informa- 
tion. Accept,  also,  my  thanks.  The  proof 
you  have  furnished  of  the  truth  of  your 
statement,  admits  of  no  doubt.  1  know 
how  to  punish  the  w***e  and  her  black- 
guard paramour.  You  had  better  leave 
the  country,  for  1  can  surmise  what  agen- 
cy you  had  in  the  affair  of  Lagrange's  dis- 
appearance ;  but  as  you  were  the  tool  of 
others,  I  stoop  not  to  molest  you.  Should 
the  event,  however,  gain  notoriety,  thelaw 
of  course,  will  not  prove  equally  consider- 
ate.' 

"  I  was  overjoyed  !  Five  hundred 
pounds,  and  the  certainty  of  having 
ruined  my  enemies  I  That  nig'at  1 
gave  a  sumptuous  supper  to  all  the 
frequenters  of  the  Jolly  Thievet,  and 
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a  right  jolly  time  we  had  of  it,  I'll 
assure  you,  comrades.  The  most  re- 
spectable men  in  London  were  pres- 
ent at  the  feast  ;  there  were  nine 
cracksmen,  five  highwaymen,  twelve 
pickpockets,  two  murderers,  three 
gentlemen  who  had  escaped  from 
iransportation,  and  a  smart  sprinkling 
of  small  workmen,  in  the  way  o^fogle 
hunters,  (handkerchief  thieves,)  and 
body  snatchers,  (grave  robbers.)  Full 
forty  of  us  sat  down  to  a-  smoking 
supper  of  stewed  tripe  and  onions, — 
ah,  how  ray  mouth  waters  to  think  of 
it  now  !  And  then  the  lush  ! — gallons 
of  ale,  rivers  of  porter,  and  oceans  of 
grog  !  Every  gentleman  present  vol- 
unteered a  song;  and  when  it  came 
to  be  my  turn,  I  gave  the  following, 
which,  (being  something  of  a  poet,)  1 
had  myself  composed,  expressly  for 
the  occasion,  to  the  air  of  the  Brave 
Old  Oak  :— 

SONG  OF  THE   JOLLY  THIEF. 

*'-A  song  to  the  thief,  the  jolly,  jolly  thief, 
Who  has  plied  his  trade  so  long ; — 
May  he  ne'er  come  down  to  the  judge's 
frown, 
Or  the  cells  of  Newgate  strong. 
'Tis  a  noble  trade,  where  a  living's  made 

By  an  art  so  bold  and  free  ; 
May  he  never  be  snug  in  a  cold,  stone 

j>ig. 
Or  swing  from  a  two-trunk'd  tree  ! 


Then  here's  to  the  thief,  the  jolly  thief, 
Who  plies  his  trade  so  bold — 

May  he  never  see  a  turnkey's  key, 
Or  sleep  in  a  prison  cold  ! 

"  This  song  was  received  with  the 
most  uproarious  applause  by  the  jovi- 
al crew ;  and  we  separated  at  a  iate 
hour,  after  giving  three  groans  for 
the  new  police. 

"A  few  days  passed  away.  I  never 
neglected  each  morning  to  carefully 
peruse  all  the  newspapers:  and  just 
as  I  was  beginning  to  despair  of  ever 
seeing  any  announcement  calculated 
to  assure  me  that  my  enemies  w«re 
averthrown,   I  had  the   intense   satis- 


faction of  reading  the   following  para- 
graph in  the  Times  : — 

"  '  An  Affair  of  Honor. — Yesterday 
moining,  his  loidship  Viscount  Hawley,and 
he  Honorable  Captain  Eugene  St.  Clair 
had  a  hostile  meeting  in  the  suburbs  of  Lon- 
don. Circumstances  of  a  delicate  nature,  of 
wliich  we  are  not  at  liberty  to  speak  at  pre- 
sent, -.xre  reported  to  have  led  to  the  diificul- 
ty  between  the  noble  gentlemen.  At  the  first 
fire  Cripttiin  St.  Clair  fell,  and  upon  exami- 
nation it  was  found  that  he  had  been  shot 
through  the  heart.  He  died  instantly.  His 
lordship  was  uninjured,  and  immediately 
rlepnrted  for  the  Continent  unaccompanied 
by  he(  ladyship.' 

'I  danced  with  delight  when  I 
read  this  paragraph.  *  My  vengeance 
is  already  half  accomplished,' thought 
T.  But  what  had  become  of  Lady 
Hawley  1  The  newspapers,  from  day 
to  day  and  from  week  to  week,  were 
silent  with  respect  to  her  fate.  At 
length  I  began  to  fear  that  her  lady- 
ship, after  all,  was  destined  to  escape 
uninjiired  by  my  endeavors  to  effect 
her  ruin,  Was  I  right?  You  shall 
seg. 

"  Nearly  two  years  passed  away, 
during  which  time,  with  the  aid  of 
my  five  hundred  pounds,  I  had  set  up 
a  first-rate  public  hou&e  in  a  populous 
and  respectable  neighborhood,  and 
was  making  money.  I  have  little 
doubt  but  that  the  sign  of  '  The  Red 
Cask'  is  still  remembered  in  that  vi- 
cinity— for  that  was  the  name  which, 
actuated  by  h  strange  whim,  I  had 
given  to  my  tavern  ;  and  the  name 
was  illustrated  by  a  huge  swinging 
sign  in  front,  on  which  was  painted 
the  representation  of  a  large  cask 
overflowing  with  blood  —  which,  1 
need  scarcely  tell  you,  was  a  sly  and 
humorous  allusion  to  the  afiTak  of 
Lagrange's  murder. — Well,  one  cold, 
stormy  winter's  night,  when  the  wind 
was  howling  like  ten  thousand  devils 
around  the  house,  I  was  seated  in  my 
comfortable  tap-room,  making  myself 
extremely  happy  over  a  reeking  jorum 
of  hot  rum  punch.  I  was  alone,  for 
the  hour  was  late,  and  all  my   guests 
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had  departed;  when  suddenly,  during 
a  pause  in  the  clatter  of  the  elements, 
I  heard  a  low,  timid  knock  at  my 
outer  door,  which  faced  on  the  street. 
—  Supposing;  it  to  be  either  some 
thirsty  policeman,  or  a  belated  travel- 
ler anxious  to  escape  from  the  fury  of 
the  storm,  I  arose  and  unbarred  the 
door ;  as  I  opened  it,  a  fierce  gust  of 
wind  rushed  in,  so  piercing  cold,  that 
it  seemed  to  chill  me  to  the  very 
marrow  of  my  bones;  and  at  the 
same  moment  I  beheld  a  human  form 
erouching  down  under  the  narrow 
archway  over  the  door,  as  if  vainly  en- 
deavoring to  shield  herself  from  the 
fury  of  the  tempest.  I  knew  it  was  a 
woman,  for  I  caught  a  glimpse  at  an 
old  bonnet  and  tattered  shawl.  She 
shivered  with  the  cold,  which  even 
made  my  teeth  chatter,  stout  and  rug- 
ged as  1  was.  •  What  do  you  want?' 
I  demanded  roughly — for  I  was  impa- 
tient at  having  been  thus  unseason- 
ably interrupted  while  paying  my  de- 
votions to  the  mug  of  hot  rum  punch, 
in  front  of  a  rousing  fire.  As  she 
made  no  immediate  reply,  I  was  about 
to  bid  her  begon  and  shut  the  door, 
when  she  said,  in  a  faint,  yet  earnest 
tone — '  Oh,  sir,  for  God's  sake,  as  you 
hope  for  mercy  yourself  hereafter,  let 
me  come  in  for  a  moment — only  a 
moment — that  I  may  warm  my  be- 
numbed and  freezing  limbs  1'  I 
paused  a  moment ;  I  am  not  natural- 
ly hard-hearted,  unless  there  is  some- 
thing to  be  gained  by  it ;  and  besides, 
I  felt  a  kind  of  curiosity  to  see  what 
sort  of  a  creature  it  was  who  wander- 
ed the  streets  that  awful  night,  desti- 
tute and  houseless ;  so  I  bade  her 
come  in,  and  with  difficulty  she  fol- 
lowed me  into  the  tap-room  ;  placing 
a  seat  for  her  near  the  fire,  I  resumed 
jny  own,  and  while  leisurley  sipping 
my  punch,  a  good  opportunity  was  af- 
forded me  to  examine  her  narrowly. 
She  was  probably  about  twenty  years 
of  age,  but  much  suffering  had  made 
her  look  older.     Thoush  her  features 


were  worn  and  wasted,  and  though 
her  cheeks  were  hollow  by  the  pinch- 
ingsofwant.  she  was  beautiful;  her 
eyes  were  large,  lustrous  and  eminent- 
ly expressive,  and  two  or  three  stray 
curls  of  luxuriant  hair  peeped  from 
beneath  ner  old,  weather  stained  bon- 
net. Her  form  was  tall,  and  graceful 
in  its  outlines ;  but  what  particularly 
struck  me  was  the  singular  whiteness 
and  delicacy  of  her  hands,  which 
plainly  indicated  that  she  had  never 
been  accustomed  to  labor  of  any  kind. 
Her  dress  was  wretched  in  the  ex- 
treme, and  was  scarce  sufficient  to 
cover  her  nakedness,  much  less  shield 
her  from  the  inclemency  of  the  wea- 
ther,— nay,  my  inquisitive  researches 
soon  convinced  me  that  the  miserable 
gown  she  wore  was,  excepting  an  old 
shawl,  her  only  garvieni,  —  no  utider 
clothing,  not  even  stcckings, — ^a|id 
her  feet  (I  noticed  that  they  vver« 
small  and  symmetrical,)  were  only  se- 
parated from  the  cold  side-walk  bjr 
thin  and  worn-out  shoes. — Yet,  not- 
withstanding all  her  poverty  and 
wretchedness,  there  was  about  her  a 
look  of  subdued  pride,  which,  though 
in  strange  contrast  with  her  garb,  well 
became  her  general  air,  and  regular 
handsome  features.  Everything  about 
her,  excepting  her  dress,  convinced 
me  that  she  had  fallen  from  belter 
days,  and,  somehow,  that  look  oi 
pride  struck  me  as  being  strangely  fa- 
miliar; yet  I  racked  my  brain  in  vain 
to  recall  from  the  dreamy  past  some 
image  that  I  could  identify  with  the 
female  before  me,  who  sat  in  front  of 
my  blazing  fire  and  warmed  her  chill- 
ed limbs  with  every  appearance  of  the 
most  intense  satisfaction. 

"  Her  superior  air  commanded  fnj 
involuntary  respect.  '  Madam,'  said 
I,  'are  you  hungry?'  She  eagerly 
answered  in  the  affirmative;  I  placed 
provisions  before  her,  and  she  ate 
with  an  appetite  almost  ravenous.  I 
then  gave  her  some  mulled  win^, 
which   seemed  to  revive  her  greatlj  ; 
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aild  she  returned  me  her  thanks  in  a 
manner  so  lady-like  and  refined,  (a 
manner,  however,  which  insensibly 
partook  of  a  peculiar  and  indirect 
kind  of  hauteur,  as  remarkable  in  her 
tone  as  in  the  expression  of  her  fea- 
tures,) that  I  was  more  than  ever 
sntisfied  that  she  had  descended  to  her 
present  wretched  situation,  certainly 
from  a  respectable,  if  not  from  a  very 
etiperior,  order  of  society. 

"'You  have  benefitted  me  greatly, 
sir,  and  I  thank  you,'  said  she,  in- 
dining  her  head  towards  me  me  with 
a«  air  almost  condescending.  *  I  as- 
sure you,  you  have  not  bestowed  your 
assistance  (she  didn't  say  charity,  you 
observe  I)  upon  an  habitual  mendicant 
or  common  person.  I  am  by  birth  a 
lady ;  you  will  pardon  me  for  declin- 
ing to  state  the  causes  of  my  present 
ct)ndition.     Again  I  thank  you.' 

"The  devil,  comrades!  here  was  a 
starving,  freezing,  beggar  woman 
rtrhom  I  had  picked  out  of  the  street, 
atid  warmed  and  fed,  playing  the 
condescending,  reserved  lady,  for- 
sooth! and  abashing  and  humbling 
me  by  her  d — d  lofty,  proud  looks ! 
Ha,  ha,  ha!  and  yet  I  liked  it  might- 
ly  ;  the  joke  was  too  good  ;  and  so  I 
continued  to  'madam'  her,  until  at 
last  I  actually  detected  her  on  the 
very  point  of  calling  me  '  fellow  ;'  but 
fortunately  for  her,  she  checked  her- 
self in  time  to  escape  being  turned  in- 
to the  street  forthwith, 

"  And  yet  the  superiority  of  her  air 
and  the  haughtiness  of  her  manner  had 
for  me  an  indescribable  charm,  no  less 
than  her  beauty ;  and  I  resolved,  if 
possible,  to  make  her  my  mistress,  for 
I  doubted  not  that  when  she  should 
become  nourished  and  strengthened 
by  proper  food  and  rest,  she  would 
make  a  very  desirable  companion  for 
a  man  of  my  amorous  temperament. 
However,  I  did  not  broach  the  subject 
at  that  time,  but  contented  myself 
with  seeing  that  she  was  comfortably 
provided    for   that    night,  under   the 


charge  of  one  of  the  females  of  the 
house,  to  whom  I  gave  money  with 
which  to  provide  the  strange  lady  with 
proper  and  respectable  clothing  in  the 
morning.  The  next  day  I  had  occa- 
sion to  g-o  away  at  an  early  hour,  and 
did  not  return  until  late  in  the  after- 
noon ;  and  on  entering  my  little  par- 
lor, I  was  surprised  at  beholding  a 
lady,  handsomely  dressed,  who  ad- 
vanced towards  me  with  jan  air  of  dig- 
nified politeness.  Her  rich  hair  was 
most  tastefully  arranged ;  her  neat 
dress  closely  fitted  a  slender  but 
elegant  shape,  and  I  was  struck  with 
the  dazzling  fairness  and  purity- of  her 
complexion,  and  the  patrician  cast  of 
her  features.  A  second  glance  told 
me  it  was  the  female  whom  I  had  re- 
lieved the  previous  night ;  and  I  be- 
came aware  of  the  fact  that  the 
strange  lady  was  no  other  than  Ladj^ 
Adelaide  Hawley  ! 

"  She  did  not  recognize  me,  for  i 
was  much  changed,  in  consequence  of 
having  removed  the  huge  beard 
which  I  had  worn,  while  in  her  hus- 
band's service.  You  may  imagine 
my  triumph  at  finding  the  proud  lady 
an  inmate  of  my  house  and  a  depend- 
ent on  my  bounty,  under  circumstan- 
ces so  humiliating  to  her  and  so  grati- 
fying to  me  ;  and  you  may  well  believe 
that  I  lost  no  time  in  giving  her  to 
understand  the  nature  of  the  reward  I 
expected  in  return  for  my  hospitality. 
Would  you  believe  it?  She  actually 
repulsed  me  with  scorn,  and  began  to 
talk  of  her  birth,  and  the  superiority 
of  her  rank  to  mine  !  Her  confound- 
ed pride  had  now  become  altogether 
too  ridiculous  ;  and  somewhat  enraged, 
I  told  her  wlio  I  was.  She  started, 
regarded  me  for  a  moment  with  a 
scrutinizing  look,  and  burst  into  tears, 
saying  —  'It  is  so,  indeed !  My 
punishment  is  just ;  I  am  humbled 
ami  degraded  before  the  very  menial 
I  despised.  Take  me,  Simpson  ;  d© 
with  me  as  you  will ;  crime  levels  all 
ranks.     Yet  stay  ;  I  am  still  feeble ; 
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delay  the  consummalion  of  your  tri- 
umph for  one  week,  During  thrit 
period  I  shall  regain  the  strength 
I  have  lost,  and  the  beauty  that  has 
faded;  then  shall  I  be  a  fitting  partner 
of  your  bed.'  I  consented;  two  or 
three  days  passed,  and  I  was  rejoiced 
to  perceive  that  she  daily  grew  in 
strength  and  beauty,  and  was  fast  re- 
gaining that  vu!uptuousne:!:s  of  person 
which  had  formerly  distinguished  her. 
She  related  to  jne,  at  my  request,  the 
particulars  of  her  downfall.  Shg  had 
been  cast  off  by  her  husband  and  re- 
jected by  her  relations  with  scorn  and 
curses,  when  the  fact  of  her  adultery 
with  St.  Clair  was  discovered. — En- 
tirely friendless  and  without  resources, 
she  was  compelled  to  place  herself 
under  the  protection  of  a  gentleman 
of  fashion  and  pleasure,  who  rioted 
on  her  luxuriant  charms  for  a  brief 
season,  until  possession  and  excess 
produced  satiety,  the  sure  forerunner 
of  disgust — she  was  then  thrown  aside 
as  a  worthless  toy,  to  make  room  for 
.some  fresh  favorite.  Rendered  des- 
perate by  her  situation,  she  became 
an  aristocratic  courtezan,  freely  sacri- 
ficing her  person  to  every  nobleman 
and  gentleman  of  rank  who  choose  to 
pay  liberally  for  her  favors.  In  this 
tnaiiner  she  subsisted  for  a  time  in 
luxury — but  at  last,  her  patrons  (as  is 
always  the  case)  grew  tired  of  her  ; 
she  had  become 

"  Like  a  thrice-told  tale, 
Vexing  the  dull  ears  of  a  drowsy  man,'' 

and  was  again  thrown  upon  the  world 
without  resources.  Pier  indomitable 
pride  still  clung  to  her,  through  all 
her  misfortunes  ;  and  though  she 
plainly  saw  that  her  amours  with  the 
aristocracy  were  at  an  end  forever, 
she  disdained  to  seek  meaner  lovers 
among  the  humbler  classes.  Every 
offer  made  to  her  by  men  of  medium 
rank,  was  spurned  by  the  proud  harlot 
with  supreme  contempt.  '  I  am  a  com- 
panion for  nobilily — not  for  the  grov- 
elling   masses/   she    would    reply,   in 


answer  to  all  such  offers;  nor  did  the 
pinchings  of  want  and  hunger  even 
for  a  moment  shake  her  resolution, 
or  disarm  her  prejudices.  She  might, 
had  she  been  disposed,  have  still  lived 
in  comfort  and  even  splendor,  by  be- 
coming an  inniate  of  some  fashiona- 
ble brothel  ;  but  as  in  such  an  estab- 
lishment she  would  be  required  t« 
bestow  her  favors  indiscriminately  on 
men  of  all  ranks,  who  could  pay  for 
the  same,  she  recoiled  from  the  idea 
with  disgust.  Thus  did  the  pride  of 
this  singular  woman  triumph  over  her 
waflts  and  poverty  ;  when  on  the  very 
verge  of  starvation,  with  the  means  of 
relief  within  her  grasp,  the  thought — 
'I  am  of  noble  birth,'  would  sustain 
her,  and  enable  her  to  resist  success- 
fully the  longings  of  hunger  and  the 
sufferings  incidental  to  a  homeless 
life.  No  scrupulous  delicacy  pre- 
vented her  from  accepting  any  assist^ 
ance,  pecuniary  or  otherwise,  that 
might  be  offered  to  her  ;  she  even  did 
not  hesitate  to  ask  for  charity,  in 
tones  of  affected  humility;  but  the  all- 
pervading  principle,  pride  of  birth, 
implanted  within  her  breast,  imperi- 
ously restrained  her  from  bestowing 
the  favors  of  her  patrician  person  up- 
on 'vulgar  plebeans;'  and,  in  conse- 
quence, she  had  sunk  lower  and  lower 
in  want,  destitution  and  misery,  until 
driven,  on  that  terrible  winter's  night, 
to  supplicate  for  a  slight  and  tempo- 
rary relief  a?t  the  door  of  one  whom 
she  had  formerly  so  much  despised, 
but  on  whom  she  was  now  so  depend- 
ent. 

"  It  was  a  cold  evening,  and  her 
ladyship  and  myself  were  seated  be- 
fore a  comfortable  fire.  An  abun- 
dance of  wholesome  food,  and  ever* 
comfort  which  it  was  in  my  power  tc 
procure  for  her,  had  improved  her 
appearance  greatly.  Her  form  had 
regained  much  of  its  natural  round- 
ness, and  her  countenance  had  recov» 
ered  all  its  original  beauty.  She  wrs 
gazing  pensively  into  the  fire;    while 
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I  regarded  Jwr  with  an  eye  of  admirii- 
tioiCand  a  heart  full  of  amorous  long- 
ings. At  length  I  broke  the  silence. 
'To-morrow  night,  madam,'  said  I, 
'the  week  for  which  you  stipulated, 
will  have  expired.'  She  sighed  deep- 
ly, and  murmured,  in  an  almost  in- 
audible tone,  'It  is  so,  indeed.'  No- 
ticing the  sigh  which  accompanied 
her  word:i,  a  frown  of  displeasure 
g.ithered  on  my  brow  ;  but  it  was  al- 
most instantly  dispelled,  in  the  delight 
I  felt  at  my  approaching  happiness. 
'  Yes,'  I  continued,  '  to-morrow  night 
I  shall  be  the  happiest  of  men  ;  but, 
madam,  why  delay  until  to-morrow 
night  that  felicity  which  may  as  well 
be°enjoyed  to-night  1  You  can  never 
be  more  beautiful  or  more,  voluptuous 
than  you  are  at  this  moment.'  During 
the  utterance  of  these  words,  I  had 
drawn  my  chair  close  to  hers,  and  en- 
circled her  enchanting  waist  with  my 
arm;  I  felt  her  heart  throbbing  wildly 
beneath  my  hand,  which  had  invaded 
the  snowy  regions  of  her  swelling 
charms — and  I  took  it  to  be  the  wild 
throbbing  of  passion.  We  were  alone 
— not  a  soul  was  stiring  in  the  house; 
propitious  moment!  How  longingly 
I  gazed  upon  her  dewy  lips,  which 
reminded  me  of  the  lines  in  Moore's 
Anacreon — which,  1  suppose,  is  all 
Latin  and  Greek  to  you,  comrades: — 

"  Her  lips,  so  rich  in  blisses, 
Sweet  petitioners  for  kisses  ! 
Pouting  nest  of  bland  persuasion, 
Ripely  suing  Love's  invasion." 

And  they  did  not  long  sue  in  vain ; 
for  such  a  vigorous  salute  as  I  gave 
them  would  have  put  even  Captain  St. 
Clair  to  the  blush.  While  thus  tasting 
the  honey  of  the  sweetes-t  and  most 
luscious  pair  of  lips  in  the  three  king- 
doms, I  fancied  that  I  felt  her  trem- 
bling with  delight  in  my  arms;  but 
too  soon  did  I  become  aware  that  she 
was  only  shuddering  with  disgust;  for 
by  a  vigorous  effort  she  struggled 
from  my  embrace,  and,  breathless  and 
Banting,   said — 'Not    now,    Simpson, 


not  now,  I  entreat,  I  implore  you! 
To-morrow  night,  the  week's  exemp- 
tion which  1  craved,  will  be  com- 
pleted,— then — then — at  this  iiour — 
vou  may — you  will  find  me  in  my 
cHaniber  ;  then,  so  help  me  God  !  1 
will  offer  no  resistance  ;  but  not  now, 
not  now!'  I  surveyed  her  ladyship 
with  some  surprise;  her  eyes  sp^irkled 
like  diamonds,  and  her  face,  neck  and 
bosom  were  suffused  with  a  ruddy, 
glowing  hue.  '  As  you  please,  mad- 
am.' I  coldly  rejoined,  for  I  was  pro- 
voked at  her  violent  and  unexpected 
resistance — 'as  you  please;  but  re- 
member, I  am  no  longer  to  be  trifled 
with.  To-morrow  night  be  it,  then^ 
and  see  that  you  do  not  repeat  this 
obstinacy  of  conduct,  for  I  will  then 
accomplish  my  object,  even  if  I  have 
to  resort  to  force  and  violence !'  '  1 
will  not  then  resist  you,  I  -wear  it!' 
said  she,  with  much  solemnity  of 
marmer,  and  then  added — 'one  favor 
I  will  ask  of  you  :  permit  me  to  re- 
main all  day  to-morrow  in  my  cham- 
ber, and  do  not  even  attempt  to  see 
me,  until  twelve  o'clock  to-morrow 
night,  at  which  hour  you  will  find  me 
waiting  for  your  appearance.'^  I 
agreed  to  this  request:  and  she  B'ade 
me  good-night  in  atone  almost  cheer- 
ful, as  she  left  the  room  (o  seek  her 
chamber. 

"  The  next  day  and  the  next  eve- 
ning passed  ;  —  the  midnight  hour 
arrived.  I  closed  my  house,  and  re- 
paired to  the  chamber  which  had  been 
assigned  to  the  use  of  my  lady  guest. 
Finding  the  door  unlocked,  I  softly 
entered  the  apartment ;  it  was  a  spa- 
cious room,  tolerably  well  furnished, 
and  the  bed  was  shrouded  by  muslin 
curtains  ;  a  lighted  candle  stood  upon 
the  table  ;  glancing  around  I  saw  no- 
body. 'She  is  in  bed,'  thought  I., 
and  every  nerve  in  my  body  thrilled 
with  delight  at  the  thought.  I  ap- 
proached the  bed.  and  drew  aside  the 
curtain.  There  she  lay^ — but  how 
very    still !     '  She    sleeps,'  thought  I, 
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iomewliat  surprised  ;  and  bending  over 
III  the  dim  light  of  the  iinsnuffed  can- 
>\h,  I  kissed  her  lips — heavens!  what 
made  them  so  very  cold — and  why 
WHS  the  hand  which  I  had  lasciviously 
';iid  upon  her  bosom,  dampened  with 
a  warm  liquid?  I  rushed  to  the  table, 
seized  the  candle,  and  returned  to  the 
bed-side.  There  she  lay — dead  !  The 
life-blood  was  welling  from  an  awful 
gash  in  her  left  breast;  her  right 
hand  grasped  a  dagger — the  instru- 
ment of  her  death ;  the  bed  on  which 
she  lay  was  literally  soaked  with  her 
blood,  and  my  hand  was  stained  with 
it.  Then  I  comprehended  her  words 
— '  /  will  not  then  resist  you  !'  I 
staggered  back,  horror-stricken;  the 
shadow  of  remorse  for  the  first  time 
darkened  my  soul;  I  would  have 
wrested  the  dagger  from  her  lifeless 
hand,  and  pluinged  it  into  my  own 
heart,  but  in  the  agonies  of  death  she 
had  clutched  it  too  firmly  to  admit  of 
my  easily  tearing  it  from  her  grasp. 
I  turned  from  the  bed,  and  again 
placed  the  candle  upon  the  table ;  I 
sat  down  by  it,  with  the  cold  perspi- 
ration starting  from  every  pore.  Ha  ! 
what  is  this?  a  letter,  and  addressed  to 
me.'  I  had  not  observed  it  before. 
Eagerly  I  tore  it  open,  and  instantly 
recognized  the  elegant  handwriting  of 
her  ladyship — not  a  blot,  not  a  mis- 
formed  letter  marred  the  beautiful 
chirography  of  the  missive ;  it  was 
written  with  the  same  grace  and  pre- 
cision that  had  in  former  days  char- 
acterized her  ladyship's  notes  of  in- 
vitation to  her  splendid  parties.  As 
Bear  as  1  can  remember,  it  read  as 
follows : — 

"  '  Death  is  preferable  to  the  dishonor  of 
your  vile  embraces.  Were  you  a  man  of 
birth,  gladly  would  I  accept  the  protection 
sf  your  arms  ;  but  Lady  Adelaide  Hawley 
cnn  never  become  the  mistress  of  a  menial. 
Welcome  death,  as  it  will  preserve  me  from 
staining  the  purity  of  my  noble  blood,  by 
cohabitation  with  such  as  thou  art.  May 
heaven  pity  and  forgive  me  !' 

"  After  I  had  read  this  characteris- 


tic note,  I  reflected  deeply  upon  the 
tragic  event — her  suicide.  Innocent 
as  I  was  of  her  dealh,  might  not  I  be 
arrested  as  her  murderer.*  Circum- 
stances were  strong  against  me;  how 
could  I  prove  my  innocence?  Many 
men  have  been  hung  on  circumstan- 
tial evidence  less  strong.  Though  1 
had  escaped  detection  on  a  murder 
which  I  had  actually  committed,  I  now 
feared  that  I  should  suffer  for  a  deed 
of  which  I  was  not  guilty.  The  gal- 
lows arose  before  my  excited  fancy, 
in  all  its  terrors ;  my  throat  seemed" 
encircled  by  the  fatal  rope. — I  deter- 
mined to  fly  the  country ;  instantly 
acting  upon  this  impulse,  1  left  the 
chamber,  and  hastily  collected  to- 
gether all  my  money  (which  was  con- 
siderable) and  valuables.  Then  I  left 
the  house,  and  seeking  a  safe  asylum 
in  an  obscure  part  of  the  city,  re- 
mained there  until  an  opportunity  was 
afforded  me  to  take  ship  to  America. 
I  arrived  here — soon  spent  all  my 
money — was  hauled  up  for  a  murder 
— was  convicted  of  manslaughter  on- 
ly, and  did  the  State  service  for  a  pe- 
riod of  ten  years  in  the  stone  instituv 
tion  at  Charlestown ;  served  out  my 
time — and  here  I  am.  Now,  com- 
rades, you  have  heard  my  story ;  that 
it  has  been  a  long  one,  and  a  dry  one, 
I  grant — at  all  events,  the  narration 
of  it  has  made  me  confoundedly  dry. 
Here's  a  health  to  jolly  thieves  all  the 
world  over,  and  confusion  to  honesty, 
the  law,  and  the  police!" 

Jew  Mike  did  honor  to  his  own 
toast  in  a  bumper  of  brandy  ;  nor  were 

*  Acute  and  sagacious  as  Jew  Mike  was, 
it  did  not  occur  to  him,  in  his  trepidatioa 
and  alarm,  that  the  note  whicVi  he  had  jvel 
read,  and  which  was  in  Lady  Hawley's 
own  handwriting,  would  clearly  exonerate 
him  from  all  suspicion  of  his  having  mns- 
dered  her.  But  guilt  is  sometimes  singular- 
ly short-sighted,  and  Mike,  as  cunning  a 
villain  as  he  was,  threw  aside  or  perhaps 
destroyed  the  only  evidence  he  could  hare 
possibly  produced  to  substantiate  his  innp- 
cenee. 
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the  others  backward  in  following  his 
example.  Sow  Nance,  who  had  just 
awoke  from  a  sound  sleep,  swore  it 
was  the  most  capital  story  she  had 
ever  heard  in  her  life,  which  opinion 
she  enforced  by  many  oaths  that  we 
need  not  repeat.  '  Charcoal  Bill '  and 
•^  Indian  Marth'  were  loud  in  their 
expressions  of  delight;  and  Jew  Mike 
had  the  satisfaction  of  perceiving  that 
he  had  pleased  his  audience,  and  made 
himself  the  hero  of  the  night.  A 
general  conversation  followed,  which 
lasted  until  the  Jew,  as  chairman  of 
the  meeting  and  Captain  of  the  Grab- 
bers, called  the  assembly  to  order,  and 
announced  that  Sow  Nance  had  the 
floor;  —  whereupon  silence  was  re- 
stored, and  that  lady  gave  utterance 
Co  the  following  words,  in  a  hoarse 
voice. — Her  remarks  were  copiously 
interspersed  with  oaths,  which,  out  of 
respect  for  the  reader's  feelings  and 
our  own  credit,  we  omit : — 

"  Well,  gals  and  fellers,  being  as 
how  my  Mike  here  has  been  a  blovvin' 
off  his  gas,  1  might  as  well  blow  mine. 
You  all  know  how  I  first  came  to  be 
se-duced,  don't  yer?  It  was  a  rich 
State  street  lawyer  wot  first  did  it, 
when  1  was  'leven  years  old.  Ha,  ha, 
ha!  a  jolly  old  cock  he  was,  with  a 
bald  head  and  a  face  all  over  red 
pimples — he  used  to  bq  mighty  fond 
of  us  girls,  I  tell  yer.  Maybe  I  didn't 
use  to  suck  the  money  out  of  him,  by 
threatenin'  to  blow  on  him — well,  I 
did !  Yer  all  know  how  I  had  a 
young-'un,  and  how — ha,  ha,  ha! — 
ll)e  brat  was  found,  the  next  day  after 
it  was  born,  dead  in  the  Black  Sea; 
it  never  died  no  nat'ral  death,  that 
roung-'un  didn't,  yer  can  bet  yer  life; 
the  old  Cor'ner  wasn't  far  out  of  the 
vf^y  when  he  said  in  his  werdict  that 
ttie  child  had  been  strangled  !  The 
State  street  lawyer  was  its  father,  J 
beJieve,  tho'  I  can't  say  for  certain,  I 
had  so  many  partick'lar  friends;  for 
if:  I  ainH  werry  good-looking,  I've  got 
winnin'    ways      I  came   from  a  first- 1 


rate  family,  I  did;  my  father  wag 
hung  for  killing  my  mother— one  of 
my  brothers  has  also  danced  a  horn 
pipe  in  the  air,  and  another  is  undei 
sentence  of  death,  off  South,  for  beat 
ing  a  woman's  brains  out  with  a  fire 
shovel,  and  choking  her  five  children 
with  a  dishcloth.  He's  one  of  i\w 
true  breed,  he  is.  I  ain't  no  di.^honor 
to  my  family,  either;  for  besides  that 
strangling  business,  (mind,  I  didn't 
say  /did  it!)  I  once  pitched  a  drunk- 
en sailor  down  stairs,  which  accident- 
aJly  broke  his  neck,  after  I  had  light- 
ened his  pockets  of  what  small  change 
he  had  about  him. — To  tell  the  hon- 
est truth,  I'm  rather  too  ugly  to  make 
much  money  by  doing  business  my- 
self; so  I've  gone  into  the  business  of 
picking  up  young,  good-looking  gals, 
coaxing  them  off,  and  getting  them 
into  the  houses  of  my  regular  custom- 
ers, who  pay  me  well,  at  so  much  a 
head.  My  best  customer  is  the  rich 
Mr.  Tickels,  who  lives  in  South  street ; 
many's  the  young  gal  I've  carried  to 
him,  and  many's  the  dollar  I've  earned 
by  it.  Look  here — do  you  see  this 
five  dollar  gold  piece?  I  earned  it . 
this  morning  by  coaxing  a  gal  to  go 
with  me  to  Mr.  Tickels'  house;  she 
was  a  little  beauty,  I  tell  yer,  and  I'll 
bet  she  won't  come  out  of  that  house 
the  same  as  she  went  in,  no  how. 
She  was  a  fruit  gal,  but  she  wasn't 
one  of  us;  her    name,  I  believe    wa« 

Fanny " 

"Blood  and  battqring-rams !" 
This  singular  exclamation  was  made 
by  the  comical  looking  old  man,  who 
had  entered  the  "Pig  Pen"unpeF- 
ceived,  and  had  been  seated  in  the 
corner  unnoticed  by  any  of  the  com- 
pany. He  had  arisen  from  his  seat, 
and  stood  in  an  attitude  which  be- 
tokened profound  interest  and  great 
astonishment.  For  a  moment  th« 
whole  gang,  male  and  female,  regard- 
ed  him  with  surprise  and  suspicion 
then  Jew  Mike  sprang  forward,  seized 
him  by  the  throat,  shook  him  savage- 
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!y,  and,  in  a  rougli,  fierce  voice,  de- 
iiinnded — 

"  Death  and  the  devil,  old  scoun- 
drel, how  came  you  here?  Who  are 
you? — are  you  a  police  spy — one  of 
Marslial  Threek^y's  gang?  Speak, 
d — n  you,  before  I  break  every  bone 
in  your  accursed  old  carcass!" 

It  was  a  sin^rular  contrast,  between 
the  great,  powerful  rufRan,  and  the 
little  old  mail  —  nevertheless,  the  latter 
individual  (who,  the  reader  need 
scarcely  be  told,  was  no  other  than 
our  eccentric  friend,  the  Corporal,) 
did  not  tamely  submit  to  such  rough 
treatment;  exiricating  himself,  with 
much  agility,  from  the  grasp  of  the 
Jew,  he  dealt  that  worthy  such  a 
quick  and  stinging  blow  in  the  region 
of  his  left  ear,  that  it  laid  him  sprawl- 
ing on  the  floor,  at  the  same  moment 
exclaiming — 

"  Skulls  and  skeletons  !  do  you  take 
me  for  a  child?  Nay,  come  on  again, 
if  you  are  so  disposed,  and  by  the 
nose  of  Napoleon  !  I'll  beat  you  to  a 
jelly  !" 

It  is  difficult  to  say  what  might  have 
been  the  fate  of  the  gallant  Corporal, 
had  a  second  encounter  taken  place, 
for  the  Jew  arose  from  the  floor  with 
a  howl  of  rage,  his  dark  face  livid 
with  passion.  But,  fortunately  for 
our  friend,  at  this  crisis  there  stepped 
forward  a  big,  brawny,  double-jointed 
Irishman,  with  a  fi^st  like  a  shoulder 
of  mutton  ;  this  gentleman  gloried  in 
the  title  of  'Cod-mouth  Pat,'  in  hu- 
morous allusion  to  the  peculiar  form- 
ation of  his  '  potato  trap,'  an  aperture 
in  his  head  which  might  have  been 
likened  either  to  a  cellar  door  or  a 
coal  scuttle. 

"Och,  be  the  powers,  Misther  Jew^ 
Mike,"  said  Pat,  placing  himself  be- 
tween the  Corporal  and  his  gigantic 
antagonist — "  be  asy,  and  lave  the 
owld  gintlemaii  alone ;  he's  a  brave 
little  m  in  intirely,  and  it's  myself 
that'll  fight  for  him.  Whoop  !  show 
me  the  m\a  that  'ud  harm  my  friend, 


and  be  the  holy  poker,  and  that's  a 
good  oath,  I'll  raise  a  lump  on  hia 
head  as  big  as  the  hill  of  Howth,  and 
that's  no  small  one  !" 

The  good-hearted  Irishman's  inter- 
ference saved  the  Corporal  from  a 
severe  beating,  if  not  from  being 
killed  outright — for  the  Jew  dared  not 
engage  in  a  personal  conflict  with  a 
man  of  Pat's  resolution  and  strength. 
Yet  any  ordinary  observer  could  not 
have  failed  to  notice  the  look  of  dead' 
ly  vengeance  that  gleamed  in  his  eyes, 
indicating  that  he  would  not  soon  for- 
get or  forgive  the  blow  he  had  re- 
ceived. 

At  that  moment,  a  loud  noise  re- 
sembling the  crash  of  decanters  and 
glasses,  mingled  with  loud  oaths  and 
yells  of  defiance,  which  sounds  pro- 
ceeded from  the  adjoining  dance  cel- 
lar, plainly  indicated  that  one  of  those 
"  bloody  rows  "  for  which  Ann  street 
is  famous,  had  commenced.  Such  a 
scene  was  too  much  the  element  of 
Cod-mouth  Pat  for  him  to  remain 
tranquil  during  its  progress  ;  with  an 
unearthly  yell  he  grasped  a  short, 
thick  cudgel  which  he  always  carried, 
and  leaving  the  "Pig  Pen,"  plunged 
into  the  thickest  of  the  fight.  Many 
a  black  eye  and  broken  head  attested 
the  vigor  of  his  arm  :  but  the  glory 
of  his  achievements  did  not  screen 
him  from  being  borne  to  the  watch- 
house,  nor  did  his  valor  prevent  the 
magistrate  in  the  mornmg  from  in- 
flicting upon  him  a  very  decent  fine, 
which  drew  from  him  the  indignant 
remark  that — "  'Tis  a  great  country, 
any  how,  where  a  man  can't  have  a 
ginteel  bit  of  a  fight  without  paying 
for  it!" 

The  Corporal's  case  again  looked 
desperate,  when  Pat  left  the  "Pig 
Pen,"  for  he  was  then  without  a  pro- 
tector from  the  vengeance  of  Jevv 
Mike.  But  the  Jew  did  not  appear 
inclined  to  assail  the  old  man  person- 
ally, though  his  ferocious  eyes  still 
gleamed  with   rage.     Standing  apart, 


VENUS  IN  BOSTON. 


M 


he  held  a  whispered  conversation  with 
Sow  Nance,  during  which  the  Corpo- 
ral could  occasionally  overhear  the 
words — 'spy,'  'danger,'  'police,'  'mur- 
der,' and  the  like.  At  last  they  seem- 
ed to  arrive  at  some  definite  conclu- 
sion; for  the  Jew  came  forward,  and 
said — 

"  Old  fellow,  whoever  you  are,  you 
have  heard  too  much  of  our  private 
discourse,  for  our  safety. — We  must 
confine  you,  until  such  time  as  you 
may  succeed  in  convincing  us  that 
you  meant  no  foul  play  in  thus  intrud- 
ing into  our  secret  rendezvous." 

The  Corporal  began  to  speak,  but 
tlie  Jew  fiercely  commanded  him  to 
be  silent.  Meanwhile,  Sow  Nance 
had  procured  a  rope,  and  ere  the  old 
man  was  aware  of  her  intention,  she 
had  seized  and  pinioned  his  arms  with 
great  dexterity. 

"  Into  the  Black  Hole  with  him  !" 
shouted  the  Jew.  The  poor  Corporal 
was  hurried  from  the  room,  through 
a  low,  narrow  door,  along  a  dark, 
winding  passage,  and  soon  found 
himself  in  a  spacious  celler,  crowded 
with  negroes,  who  were  drinkiii(£ 
"  blue  ruin  "  and  smoking  vile 
cigars.  This  resort  of  the  "  colored 
society  "  was  a  place  of  the  most  di;"- 
graded  and  vicious  kind,  frequented 
by  the  lowest  of  the  black  population 
of  Ann  street.  At  that  period,  re- 
spectable public  houses  for  the  ex- 
clusive accommodation  of  the  colored 
aristocracy,  were  very  rare  ;  and  it  is 
only  recently  that  the  enterprise  and 
public  spirit  of  Mr.  William  E.  Am- 
bnah  has  established  a  recherche  and 
elegant  Saloon  in  Belknap  street, 
hearing  the  poetical  cognomen  of 
'*■  The  Gazelle."  We  allude  to  this 
latter  place  for  the  purpose  of  show- 
ing thai  however  degraded  may  be 
the  colored  denizens  of  Ann  street, 
and  however  low  their  resorts,  there 
are  nevertheless  those  of  the  same 
eomplexion  who  are  elevated  in  their 


notions  of  propriety,  and    strictly    es 
elusive  in  their  associations. 

"  Hallo,  here  —  vvhere's  Pete 
York  r"  demanded  the  Jew,  looking 
around  upon  the  sable  assembly  with 
an  air  of  authority. 

A  small,  very  black  and  hidiou.^ 
looking  negro  stepped  forward  in  an- 
swer to  the  name,  with  a  grin  that 
would  not  have  disgraced  the  very 
devil  himself. 

"  Dat's  me,  master,"  said  he.  (it 
may  be  as  well  to  remark  here,  that 
this  negro  was  soon  afterwards  sen- 
tenced to  be  hung  for  an  atrocious 
murder,  in  Ann  street.  His  sentence 
was,  however,  commuted  by  the  Gov* 
ernor  to  imprisonment  for  life.  He 
is  now  comfortably  located  in  the 
Charlestown  State  Prison.) 

"  Well,  then,  you  black  scorpion,  J 
wish  you  to  take  charge  of  this  old 
fellow,  and  let  him  not  escape,  as  you 
value  your  life.  Keep  him  here  safe- 
ly for  a  day  or  two,  and  I'll  reward 
you  well  for  your  trouble.  Sooner 
than  let  him  escape,  kill  him — do  yon 
hear?" 

The  negro  did  hear,  and  perfectly 
comprehended,  also.  He  replied  not 
in  words,  but  in  expressive  panto- 
mime. Drawing  a  huge  knife  from 
his  belt,  he  passed  his  finger  approv- 
ingly along  its  glittering  edge — then 
he  drew  it  lightly  across  his  own 
throat,  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of 
his  windpipe ;  by  which  actions  he 
meant  to  intimate  that  should  the  old 
gentleman,  with  whose  guardianship 
he  had  the  honor  to  be  entrusted, 
manifest  the  least  inclination  to  "give 
him  the  slip,"  he,  Mr.  Peter  York, 
would,  in  the  most  scientific  manner, 
merely  cut  his  throat  from  ear  to  ear, 
as  a  particular  token  of  his  warm  per- 
sonal regard.  Jew  Mike  appeared 
perfectly  satisfied  with  the  assurance 
thus  eloquently  conveyed,  and,  accom- 
panied by  Sow  Nance,  left  the  cellar^ 
leaving  the  Corporal  to  the  tender 
mercies  of  as  desperate  a  band  of  vil- 
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lains  and  cut-thioals  as  ever  prowled 
about  in  the  dark  alleys  and  under- 
ground dens  of  Ann  street. 

"  Now,  my  good  fellow,''  said  the 
old  gentleman,  addressing  the  negro 
whose  prisoner  he  now  was — "  you 
had  better  instantly  unbind  nie,  and 
suffer  me  to  take  my  departure  from 
this  infernal  trap.  Give  me  my  lib- 
erty, and  I  will  pay  you  ten  times  the 
sun;  that  your  Jew  friend  can  afford 
to  give  you  for  detaining  me  here. 
What  say  you  ?" 

"  Oh,  you  shut  up  !  "  responded 
Pete  York — "  you  s'pose  I'm  going 
to  b'lieve  any  such  gas  as  dat  ?  You 
look  like  paying  more  money  than 
Jew  Mike,  and  not  a  decent  coat  on 
your  back  !  Hush  up  your  mouf,  or 
you'll  get  this  knife  a-twixt  your  ribs 
in  less  than  no  time." 

The  black  ruffian,  in  order  to  con- 
vince his  prisioner  that  he  meant 
what  he  said,  pressed  the  sharp  point 
of  his  knife  so  closely  to  the  Corpo- 
ral's breast,  that  it  penetrated  the 
skin.  Mr.  York,  having  thus  practi- 
cally admonished  his  victim  to  pre- 
serve silence,  (which  the  Corporal 
thought  it  best  to  do,  under  the  cir- 
cumstances,) called  to  another  negro, 
who  was  indulging  in  deep  potations 
at  the  bar,  in  company  with  his  "  la- 
dye  love,"  a  wench  whose  personal 
attractions  consisted  of  a  knotty  head, 
flat  nose,  and  mouth  of  immoderate 
dimensions — and  that  she  ivas  attrac- 
tive to  her  lover,  was  afterwards  man- 
ifested by  the  fact  that  in  a  fit  of 
jealousy  he  murdered  a  rival  in  her 
affections ;  for  which  amusement  he 
was  hung  in  the  yard  of  the  Leverett 
street  jail  on  the  25th  day  of  May, 
1849,  in  the  presence  of  a  very  jovial 
party,  who  weie  highly  delighted  with 
the  exhibition. 

"  Wash  Goode,"  cried  Mr.  Peter 
York,  addressing  that  gentleman  with 
a  familiar  abbreviation  of  his  patriotic 
Christian  name  —  "  look  yeah,  a 
moment,  will  you  nigger  ?" 


Mr.  Washington  Goode  crossed  the 
cellar,  and  desired  to  know  in  what 
way  he  could  be  serviceable  to  his 
particular  friend  and  boon  companion, 
Mr.  Peter  York.  The  latter  gentle- 
man explained  himself  in  a  ftjw 
words. 

"  Jew  Mike  has  put  this  old  white 
man  under  my  charge,"  said  he,  '*  for 
a  few  days,  and  I  don't  know  vvher« 
the  h — 1  to  keep  him.  What  shall  .1 
do  with  the  old  son  of  a ?" 

"  Why,  put  him  in  de  coal-hole,  t« 
be  sure,"  replied  the  other,  with  a 
boisterous  laugh  at  his  own  ingenious 
suggestion. 

Mr.  York  signified  his  approval  of 
this  plan,  and  dragging  the  poor 
Corporal  into  the  dark  passage  which 
he  had  traversed  in  going  to  the  cel- 
lar, he  seized  a  large  iron  ring,  opeB- 
ed  a  trap  door,  and  violently  pusheii 
his  victim  into  the  dark  and  yawning 
chasm.  Then  he  shut  down  the  trap 
door,  securely  fastened  it  and  de- 
parted. 

The  unfortunate  Corporal  fell  a 
distance  of  about  eight  feet,  and 
landed  upon  a  soft,  damp  bed  of  earth, 
with  but  little  personal  injury.  It 
will  be  recollected  that  his  arms  had 
been  pinioned  by  Sow  Nance;  but,  ^ 
by  a  desperate  effort,  the  old  maji 
succeeded  in  freeing  himself  from  his 
bonds.  He  then  essayed  to  examine 
and  explore  the  dismal  pit  into  which 
he  had  been  thrown — which,  in  th* 
intense  darkness  that  prevailed,, was  a 
task  of  no  little  danger.  However, 
he  cautiously  began  to  grope  about, 
and  soon  became  satisfied  that  th« 
place  was  of  considerable  extent. 

It  will  readily  be  inferred  that  our 
friend  Corporal  Grimsby  was  a  man 
of  dauntless  courage  ;  but,  rothwitlK- 
standing  this,  a  thrill  of  terror  nearljr 
paralysed  his  limbs,  when,  while  ex- 
ploring the  dungeon  into  which  h« 
had  been  thrown,  his  feet  came  »& 
contact  with  an  object,  which,  on  ex- 
amination, he  discovered  ;o  be  a  hti 
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man  skeletoa.  The  dread  of  being 
left  to  starve  and  perish  in  that  dis- 
mal den,  in  such  awful  company,  well 
nigh  overcame  both  his  philosophy  and 
Courage;  and  seating  himself  upon 
the  damp  earth,  he  abandoned  him- 
self to  those  feelings  of  despondency 
naturally  engendered  by  his  situation. 

A  man  placed  in  such  circum- 
stances, in  the  midst  of  intense  dark- 
ness, can  "  take  no  note  of  time." 
An  hour  of  horror  will  sometimes 
seem  an  age,  while  a  week  of  unalloy- 
ed pleasure  ^will  often  glide  by  seem- 
ingly with  the  same  rapidity  as  a  few 
fleeting  moments.  It  may  have  been 
one  hour — it  may  have  been  ten — 
that  the  Corporal  sat  on  the  floor  of 
his  dungeon ;  when  suddenly  he  was 
startled  by  the  noise  of  the  trap-door 
above  his  head  being  o])ened,  and 
looking  up,  he  beheld  Sow  Nance 
gazing  down  upon  him,  holding  in  her 
hand  a  lantern.  After  regarding  him 
intently  for  a  fevv  moments,  she  thus 
addressed  him : — 

"  Say,  old  chap,  what'il  yer  give  me 
if  I  help  yer  to  'scape  from  this  hole? 
Yer  don't  look  as  if  yer  had  any  mon- 
ey— but  if  yer  have,  pay  me  well  and 
I'll  get  you  out." 

"  Lower  down  a  ladder  or  a  rope, 
and  raise  me  from  this  infernal  trap, 
and  you  shall  have  this  purse — see, 
'lis  full  of  gold  !"  replied  the  Corpo- 
ral, at  the  same  time  producing  from 
his  pocket  a  purse  which  was  evident- 
ly well  lined  with  the  "  needful." 

Nance  uttered  an  exclamation  of 
surprise  and  pleasure,  and  then  disap- 
peared;  in  a  few  minutes  she  return- 
ed and  lowered  a  ladder  into  the  pit ; 
the  Corporal  rapidly  ascended,  and 
soon  stood  at  the  side  of  his  deliverer, 
wiiom  he  could  not  avoid  thankino- 
wiumly,  as  he  gave  her  the  purse! 
Bidding  him  follow  her,  she  conducted 
him  through  the  dark  passage ;  they 
entered  the  "  Pig  Pen,"  which  was 
empty — passed  through  the  dance  cel- 
lar   without    attracting  any  attention, 


and  to  the  intense  joy  of  the  Corpo- 
ral, he  found  himself  standing  in  the 
open  air,  with  the  sun  shining  bright- 
ly, and  no  one  to  hinder  his  departure 
from  those  corrupt  regions  of  sin  and 
horror. 

He  distinctly  remembered  that  Sow 
Nance  had  boasted  of  having  enticed 
a  young  girl  to  the  abode  of  Mr. 
Tickels  in  South  street.  Now  this 
latter  individual  was  know  to  him  as 
a  libertine  and  a  villain  ;  and  inward- 
ly praying  that  he  might  not  be  too 
late  to  rescue  his  fair  young  friend 
(for  he  doubted  not  it  was  Fanny  Au- 
brey,) from  the  power  of  such  a  mon- 
ster, in  season  to  preserve  her  virtue 
undefiled,  he  made  the  best  of  his 
way  to  South  street.  The  reader 
knows  how  he  rushed  into  the  room 
just  as  Tickels  was  preparing  to  con- 
summate the  outrage,  and  how  he  laid 
the  villain  sprawling  npon  the  floor, 
exclaiming — 

"Broad-swords  and  bomb-shells! 
I  am  ju.st  in  time  !" 

We  have  now  seen  the  manner  in 
which  Corporal  Grimsby  discovered 
the  whereabouts  of  Fanny  Aubrey; 
and  the  mystery  of  his  having  arrived 
at  a  moment  so  very  opportune,  is 
explained. 

Chapter  V. 

riie  Chevalier  and  the  Duchess. 

A  period  of  six  months  elapsed, 
and  it  was  now  the  morith  of  June — 
voluptuous  June,  clad  in  the  gorgeous 
livery  of  summer.  A  great  change 
had  taken  place  in  the  circumstances 
of  several  of  the  most  prominent 
characters  of  our  narrative.  The 
grandfather  of  Fanny — the  blind  old 
basket-maker — had  been  "gathered  to 
his  fathers,"  and  was  sleeping  in  an 
humble  but  honorable  grave.  The 
excellent  old  Corporal,  having  seen 
the  remains  of  his  aged  friend  con- 
signed to  its  kindred  dust,  had  p- .;- 
cured    a   comfortable    and    deli/li.i. 
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aayJiim  for  the  two  orphans  in  the 
family  of  a  vaTued  frien-d  of  his— an 
elderly  gentleman  whom  we  shall  call 
Mr.  Goldworthy;  he  was  a  retired 
merchant,  possessing  an  ample  for- 
tune, and  was  a  widower,  having  an 
only  daughter,  with  whom  he  resided 
in  a  splendid  mansion  in  Howard 
street.  Miss  Alice  Goldworthy,  (then 
in  her  eighteenth  year,)  waa  one  of 
those  rare  creatures  who  seldom  bless 
this  grovelling  earth  with  their  bright 
presence.  She  was  truly  an  admira- 
ble combination  of  excellent  personal 
and  mental  qualities,  and  possessed  in 
an  eminent  degree  that  beautiful  art 
(so  seldom  attained)  of  making  all, 
who  came  within  the  sphere  of  her 
genial  influence,  perfectly  happy.  But 
her  rriost  amiable  characteristic  was 
her  good  heart,  which  prompted  her 
to  entirely  overlook  every  considera- 
tion of  self,  is  her  desire  to  benefit 
others.  We  have  now,  in  our  mind's 
eye,  the  exquisite  original  from  whom 
we  imperfectly  draw  this  beautiful 
character;  her  pure  soul  looks  gently 
forth  from  the  azure  depths  of  her 
soft  eyes  ;  lovely  in  her  smile,  for  it  is 
the  glad  sunshine  of  a  happy  heart — 
but  has  that  heart  ne'er  known  afflic- 
tion or  grief?  Ah,  yes;  the  harsh 
world  hath,  in  former  times,  bruised 
that  gentle  sanctuary  of  all  womanly 
virtue,  by  its  rude  contact ;  but  an 
o'er-ruling  Providence  would  not  suf- 
fer the  blighting  storms  of  life  to 
crush  the  sweet  flower  that  bent  re- 
signedly to  the  blast — for  the  angels 
in  heaven  are  not  more  pure  and  holy 
than  she.  Peace  be  with  her,  now 
and  forever  !  and  should  her  eyes  e'er 
encounter  these  humble  lines,  she  will 
pardon  their  unknown  author  for  hav- 
ing ventured  to  gild  his  pages  with 
her  beautiful  character — for  he  has 
gazed  upon  her  as  upon  a  star,  shin- 
ing with  a  serene  and  softened  lustre 
from  the  blue  vault  of  heaven. 

Her  domestic  accomplishments  were 
not  inferior  to  her  so''.ial  virtues.     In 


the  charming  (because  truthful)  words 
of  an  unpretending  but  excellent 
poet  — 

"  She  had  read 
Her  father's  well-filled  library  wrth  profit. 
And  could  talk  charmingly;  thnn  she  could 

sing 
And   play,  too,  passably,  and  dance  with 

spirit; 
Yet  she  was  knowing  in  all  needle-work, 
AnS  shone  in  dairy  and  in  kitchen,  too, 
As  in  the  parlor.  ' 

When  Fanny  Aubrey  was  ushered 
into  the  presence  of  this  amiable 
young  lady,  she  started  with  surprise 
and  pleasure — for  she  instantly  recog- 
nized in  her  the  kind  young  lady  who 
had  presented  her  with  the  gold  coin 
on  the  memorable  day  when  she  was 
entrapped  by  Sow  Nance  into  the 
house  of  Mr.  Tickels.  The  recogni- 
tion was  mutual ;  Miss  Alice  instant- 
ly remembered  the  pretty  fruit  girl 
whose  appearance  had  so  much  inter- 
ested her;  and  warmly  did  she  wel- 
come both  the  young  orphans,  as  fu- 
ture inmates  of  her  family.  Fanny 
had  never  before  lived  in  such  a  grand 
house,  surrounded  by  every  apppli- 
ance  of  luxurious  wealth;  yet  the 
unbounded  kindness  of  Miss  Alice 
and  her  worthy  father  soon  placed  her 
perfectly  at  her  ease.  Excellent  teach- 
ers were  provided  for  her  and  her 
brother  Charles — and,  under  the  fos- 
tering care  of  their  generous  patrons, 
they  promised  to  become  ornaments 
to  the  elevated  sphere  of  society  in 
which  they  were  probably  destined  to 
move. 

Time  passed  on,  and  nothing  oc^ 
curred  to  interrupt  the  smooth  current 
of  Fanny's  existence,  until  it  was 
deemed  advisable  to  engage  a  person 
properly  qualified  to  give  her  instruC" 
tions  on  that  indispensable  fixture  to 
a  fashionable  parlor — the  piano-forte. 
A  teacher  of  some  reputed  talent  was 
employed  for  this  purpose  ;  he  was  a 
Mr.  Price,  of  Charlestovvn — and  has 
since  rendered  himself  somewhat  fa- 
mous for  his  amours  in  the  above  city 
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with  a  married  lady  whom  we  shall 
call  Mrs.  Stout;  he  had  for  some  time 
been  giving  her  lessons  on  the  piano 
— but  the  husband  suspected  that  he 
was  in  the  habit  of  imparling  to  her 
secrets  more  profound  thon  those  of 
music;  he  accordingly  placed  himself 
in  a  position  to  observe  the  operations 
of  the  parties — and  soon  detected  them 
under  circumstances  of  a  very  une- 
quivocal character.  Rushing  in,  he 
severely  castigated  the  gay  Lothario, 
who,  laboring  under  the  great  disad- 
vantage ofhaving  his  costume  seri- 
ously disarranged,  could  only  implore 
for  mercy,  while  he  assumed  the  abject 
posture  so  faithfully  depicted  by  a  tal- 
ented artist,  in  the  engraving  which 
accompanies  this  chapter.  Long  pre- 
vious to  this  humorous  event,  Mr. 
Price  was,  as  we  have  stated,  engaged 
to  instruct  the  pretty  Fanny  Aubrey 
in  the  science  and  mystery  of  the  no- 
hie  instrument  of  which  he  was  a 
v,'el!-known  professor;  but  he  soon 
began  to  indulge  in  such  alarming  fa- 
miliarities with  his  fair  pupil,  that  she 
acquainted  her  friends  with  his  con- 
duct, and  the  consequence  was  that 
Mr.  Price  received  a  very  dishonora- 
ble dismissal  from  the  house.  Nature 
has  been  very  miserly  of  her  favors 
to  this  amorous  music-teacher;  his 
countenance  resembles  that  of  an  un- 
washed charcoal  merchant,  while  his 
manners  are  utterly  devoid  of  any- 
thing like  gentlemanly  refinement. — 
We  are  no  great  critic  of  the  art  of 
piano  teaching  ;  but  we  opine  that  it 
is  rather  unnecessary,  in  the  first  sta- 
ges of  the  instruction,  to  clasp  a  lady's 
%vaist,  or  even  fo  bring  one's  mouth  in 
too  close  proximity  to  her  rosy  lips. 
It  leads  a  sensitive  female,  or  a  fasti- 
dious gentleman  to  suspect  the  exis- 
tence of  a  strong  desire  to  enjoy  a 
nnorc  familiar  intimacy  with  a  femi- 
nine pupil,  and  is  apt  to  result  in  the 
teacher's  ignommious  ejection  from 
the  house  and  family  which  he  at- 
tempts to  dishonor. 


With  the  exception  of  Mr.  Price's 
insults,  (from  which  she  easily  escaped 
by  appealing  to  her  kind  patrons  for 
protection,)  Fanny's  life  passed  on 
happily  and  quietly  for  some  time  ;  un- 
til one  evening,  on  entering  the  par- 
lor, she  was  startled  by  seeing  no  less 
a  person  than  the  Hon.  Timothy 
Tickets,  of  South  street,  in  familiar 
and  friendly  conversation  with  Mr. 
Goldworthy  and  Miss  Alice.  Mr. 
Tickels  himself  started  and  turned 
pale  on  beholding  the  maid  whom  he 
had  attempted  to  dishonor  under  cir- 
cumstances of  such  peculiar  atrocity  ;  • 
however,  he  quickly  recovered  him- 
self, and  bowed  low  as  Mr.  Goldwor- 
thy presented  her  to  him,  saying — 

"Mr.  Tickels,  this  is  Miss  Aubrey, 
the  young  lady  whom  I  spoke  to  you 
about,  as  having  recently  come  to  re- 
side with  me.  Fanny,  this  is  an  old 
and  much  esteemed  friend  of  mine, 
who  has  expressed  a  great  desire  to 
see  you,  and  whom,  I  am  sure,  you 
will  love  and  respect  for  his  piety  and 
moral  excellence!" 

Fanny  coldly  returned  the  saluta- 
tions of  the  lecherous  old  hypocrite, 
whom  she  had  such  a  good  reason  to 
hate  and  despise  ;  it  was  evident  to 
her  that  he  had  imposed  on  her  v.or- 
thy  patrons,  who  really  believed  him 
to  be  a  man  of  unblemished  moral 
and  religious  character.  During  the 
evening,  other  company  came  in,  and 
Tickels,  having  placed  himself  at 
Faimy's  side,  whispered  in  her  ear — 

"  My  dear  young  lady,  I  see  you 
recognize  me;  I  also  knew  you  in- 
stantly ;  for  God's  sake  do  not  expose 
me!  I  am  sincerely  sorry  for  the 
wrong  I  meditated  against  you — I  have 
since  repented  in  sackcloth  and  ashes. 
Promise  me,  I  entreat  you,  that  you 
will  not  whisper  a  word  in  regard  to 
that  infamous  affair  to  Miss  Alice  or 
her  father — or,  indeed,  to  any  otic 
ilse  ;  promise  me,  angel  that  you  are 
— will  you  not?" 

Fanny  reflected  a  few  tqoments,  dur« 
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irig  which  slie  asKed  herself — "  What 
is  the  right  course  for  me  to  pursue  in 
this  matter  ?  It  will  be  very  wrong 
for  me  to  ruin  this  man  by  exposing 
him,  if  he  has  sincerely  repented. — 
The  Bible  tells  us  to  forgive  our  ene- 
mies— ought  1  not  to  forgive  him? 
Yes,  I  will ;  my  heart  and  conscience 
tell  me  it  will  be  right  to  do  so.  Mr. 
Tickels,"  she  added,  aloud—"  I  for- 
give you  for  having  tried  to^njure  me, 
and,  if  you  have  truly  repented,  I  will 
never  say  anything  about  the  affair 
which  you  wish  to  have  kept  secret." 
How  artlessly  and  ingenuously  she 
*  pronounced  those  words  of  forgive- 
ness, to  a  man  who  had  tried  to  inflict 
upon  her  the  greatest  injury  that  can 
befall  woman — a  man  who,  even  at 
that  moment,  in  the  black  hypocrisy 
of  his  heart,  gloated  upon  her  youth- 
ful charms  as  the  wolf  doth  feast  his 
savage  eyes  upon  the  innocent  lamb  ! 
Yes,  and  even  at  that  moment,  too, 
his  polluted  soul  was  hatching  an  in- 
fernal plan  to  get  her  again  in  his 
power,  in  a  place  where  no  aid  was 
ever  likely  to  wrest  her  from  his  grasp 
— a  place  established  for  purposes  of 
lust  and  outrage,  to  which  he  had  al- 
luded, (in  his  soliloquy  after  the  res- 
cue of  Fanny  by  the  Corporal,)  as  the 
"  Chambers  of  Love." 

"Ah,  my  young  paragon  of  virtue," 
said  the  old  hypocrite  to  himself, — "  it 
is  all  very  well  for  you  to  prate  of  for- 
giveness ;  but  I'll  have  you  in  the 
'Chambers'  in  less  than  a  month — 
then  see  if  you  can  again  escape  me  ! 
la  that  luxurious  underground  retreat, 
from  whose  mysterious  recess  no  cry 
can  reach  the  ears  of  prying  mortals 
above — there,  amid  the  sumptuousness 
of  an  Oriental  palace,  will  1  riot  on 
those  charms  of  thine,  which  now  I 
'iare  but  gaze  upon  !  I'll  make  thee 
a  slave  to  every  extravagant  caprice 
of  my  passion ;  I'll  become  a  god 
of  pleasure,  and  thou,  my  beautiful 
blonde,  shall  be  my  ministering  angel; 
far    me  shalt  thou    fill  the   glittering 


wine-cup  with  the  sparkling  genii  of 
the  grape  ;  fur  me  shalt  tiiou  sing  at 
the  banquet,  and  preside  as  Venus  at 
the  rosy  couch  of  love."    *     *     *     * 

Such  were  the  thoughts  that  passed 
through  the  muul  of  the  disgusting 
old  voluptuary,  while  his  lying  tongue 
gave  utterance  to  words  like  the  fol- 
lowing : — 

"  A  thousand  thanks,  my  kind 
young  lady,  for  that  promise!  Ah, 
if  you  only  knew  how  beautiful  you 
are,  you  would  not  so  much  blame  me 
for  my  folly — my  wickedness.  But 
I'll  say  no  more,  as  such  language 
seems  to  pain  you.  I  have,  by  long 
fasting  and  sincere  prayer,  succeeded 
in  cleansing  my  heart  from  every  im- 
pure desire — I  can  now  view  you  with 
the  holy  feelings — the  passionless  re- 
gard, of  !i  father  for  his  daughter 
My  dear  child,  forget  not  your  prom- 
ise to  refrain  from  exposing  an  erring 
fellow  mortal ;    and  may  Heaven  bless 


you 


I" 


Poor,  unsuspecting  Fanny  ! — ctmld 
she  have  seen  the  black  heart  of  the 
smooth  villain  who  addressed  her  with 
such  pious  humility,  how  well  she 
might  have  exclaimed,  with  Byron — 

"  Thy  love  is  lust  thy  friendship  all  a  cheat. 

Thy  smiles  hypocrisy,  thy  words  deceit." 

Mr.  Tickels  continued  to  visit  ti'ie 
Goldworthys  frequently  ;  and  the/, 
far  from  suspecting  his  real  charactej, 
always  received  him  with  the  famil- 
iarity of  aii  old  friend.  They  noticed 
that  Fanny  treated  him  with  marked 
coolness  and  reserve  ;  this  they 
thought  but  little  of,  however,  merely 
re2ardin<J  it  as  an  excess  of  diffidence. 

It  is  now  necessary  that  we  mtro- 
duce  a  new  character  on  the  stage. 
This  was  a  gentleman  who  bore  the 
rather  aristocratic  title  of  the  "  Chev- 
alier Duvall,"  and  was  supposed  to  be 
a  foreigner  of  distinguished  birth ; 
and  if  noble  lineage  ever  indicated 
itself  by  splendid  personal  or  mental 
gifis,  then  was  the  Chevalier'  entitled 
to  the  fullest  belief  when  he  declared 
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himself  to  have  descended  from  one 
of  the  noblest  families  of  France — for 
a  man  of  more  superb  and  command- 
ing beauty  never  won  the  heart  of 
a  fair  lady.  We  confess  ourselves 
rather  opposed  to  the  prevailing  tastes 
of  authors,  who  make  all  their  heroes 
and  heroines  perfect  paragons  of  per- 
sonal beauty-^bul,  in  the  present  in- 
stance, we  are  dealing,  not  with  an 
imaginary  creation,  but  with  an  actu- 
al character.  The  Chevalier,  then, 
was  a  man  of  a  thousand  ;  elegant  in 
his  carriage,  superbly  graceful  in 
every  movement,  possessing  a  form  of 
perfect  symmetry,  and  a  countenance 
faultlessly  handsome,  no  wonder  that 
he  captivated  the  hearts  of  many  love- 
ly damsels,  and  made  no  unfavorable 
impression  upon  the  mind  of  the  fair 
Alice  Goldworthy,  whom  he  had  cas- 
ually met  in  polished  society,  and 
whose  admiration  he  had  enlisted,  as 
much  by  the  charms  of  inimitable  wit 
as  by  the  graces  of  his  matchless  per- 
son. What  wonder  that  the  gentle 
girl,  all  unskilled  as  she  was  in  the 
ways  of  the  world,  should  receive  his 
frequent  visits  with  pleasure ;  and 
when  her  kind  father  intimated  to  her 
that  her  lover  was  a  man  possessing 
no  visible  resources,  and  was  besides 
very  unwilling  to  allude  to  his  former 
history,  which  was  involved  in  much 
obscurity,  what  wonder  that  she  made 
herself  his  champion,  and  assured  hor 
father  that  he  (the  Chevalier)  was 
everything  that  the  most  fastidious 
could  desire.  And  the  good  old  man, 
never  very  inquisitive  or  meddlesome 
in  what  he  considered  the  affairs  of 
others,  and  satisfied  that  his  daugh- 
ter's views  of  her  lover  must  be  cor- 
rect, forbore  to  pain  het  further  by 
any  insinuations  derogatory  to  the 
Chevalier's  character,  and  made  no 
objections  to  his  oft-repeated  visits. 

Delicious  was  that  dream  of  love  to 
the  pure-hearted  maiden  !  Her  lover 
was  to  her  the  beau  ideal  of  manhood; 
60  delicate  in  his  attentions,  so  uni- 


formly respectful  in  his  behavior  . 
What  if  mystery  did  exist  in  reference 
to  his  history  and  resources  ? — when 
did  Love  ever  stop  to  make  inquiries 
relative  to  descent  or  dollars?  As 
long  as  she  believed  Duvall  to  be  an 
honorable  and  good  man,  she  would 
have  deserted  her  luxurious  home  and 
shared  poverty  and  exile  with  him,  if 
necessary.  Ah,  how  often  does  Love, 
in  the  best  and  purest  natures,  tri- 
umph over  filial  affection,  and  every 
consideration  of  worldly  or  pecuniary 
advantage. 

"  My  Alice,"  said  Duvall,  as  they 
were  seated  in  Mr.  Goldworthy's  lux- 
urious parlor,  at  that  most  delightful 
period  of  the  day — twilight — bewitch- 
ing season,  when  day  softly  melts  into 
the  embrace  of  night ! — "  My  Alice, 
there  is  much  connected  with  my 
name  and  fortunes  that  must  be  to 
you  a  profound  mystery;  but,  believe 
me,  my  name  is  untainted  with  dis- 
honor, and  my  fortunes  are  free  from 
disgrace.  A  solemn  vow  prevents  me 
from  explaining  myself  further,  until 
the  blissful  moment  when  I  can  call 
you  wife;  then,  idol  of  my  soul,  shall 
you  know  all.  Behold  this  right  hand ; 
it  has  never  committed  an  action  that 
could  make  this  cheek  blush  with 
shame.  And  now,  fairest  among  wo- 
men, when  shall  I  claim  this  soft  hand 
as  my  own  lawful  prize?" 

The  day  was  named,  and  the  happy 
Alice  was  for  the  first  time  clasped  to 
the  bosom  of  her  lover. 

****** 

At  the  hour  of  noon,  on  the  next 
day,  a  gentleman  might  have  been 
seen  standing  on  the  steps  of  the 
Tremont  House,  gazing  with  an  eye 
of  abstraction  upon  the  passing 
throng.  The  age  of  this  gentleman 
might  have  been  a  matter  of  dubious 
inquiry;  he  was  not  young,  you'd 
swear  at  the  first  glance  ,  and  yet,  af- 
ter you  had  gazed  two  minutes  into 
his  superb  countenance,  you  would  be 
as  ready  to  swear  that  he  was  not  over 
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thirty,  oi  thirty-five  at  most.  In  truth, 
he  was  one  of  those  singular  persons 
whose  external  appearance  defies  you 
to  farm  any  opinion  as  to  their  ajje, 
wiih  any  liope  of  coming  within  twen- 
ty yeirs  of  tli=i  truth.  Not  a  single 
gray  huir  could  be  seen  among  the 
glossy  curls  that  fell  over  his  noble 
forehead — not  a  wrinkle  disfigured 
the  smooth  surface  of  his  dark,  beau- 
tiful skin — and  yet  there  was  some- 
thing that  we  cannot  define  or  de- 
scribe, in  the  expression  of  hin  eyes, 
which  now  flashed  with  all  the  fire  of 
youth,  and  then  grew  almost  dim  as 
with  the  shadows  of  advancing  age — 
a  something  that  indicated  to  any 
acute  observer  that  the  elegant  stran- 
ger had  passed  the  prime  of  manhood. 

He  was  dressed  with  tasteful  sim- 
plicity. A  splendid  black  suit  set  off 
his  fine  form  to  advantage;  yet  his  at- 
tire was  utterly  devoid  of  ornament. 
Many  were  the  bright  eyes  that  glanc- 
ed admiringly  at  his  handsome  person; 
yet  he  seemed  unconscious  of  the  ad- 
miration he  excited,  and  gazed  upon 
the  passing  crowd  with  all  the  calm 
complacency  of  a  philosopher. 

This  gentleman  was  the  Chevalier 
Duvall.  Not  long  had  he  been  stand- 
ing upon  the  steps  of  the  Tremont 
House,  when  he  was  accosted  bv  an 
elderlv  gentleman  of  a  portly  appear- 
ance, whom  he  cordially  greeted  with 
every  token  of  familiar  friendship. 

The  porty  old  gentleman  was  the 
Honorable  Timothy  Tickels;  he  and 
the  Chevalier  had  long  been  intimate 
friends,  having  frequently  met  at  the 
house  of  Mr.  Goldworthy.  After  the 
usual  compliments,  Mr.  Tickels  re- 
marked to  his  friend — 

"  By  the  way,  my  dear  Chevalier, 
you  remember  that  you  long  since 
promised  to  introduce  me  to  a  sister 
of  yours,  whose  charms  you  highly 
extolled.  I  am  anxious  to  see  if  she 
really  merits  your  somewhat  extrava- 
gant praise.     I  have    a   few  hours  of 


leisure  to-day,  and  if  you  will  preseiA 
me  to  her,  I  shall  be  delighted." 

"  Certainly,  my  good  sir,  certain 
ly,"  rejoined  tlie  Chevalier — "  the 
distance  is  but  trifling,  and  if  you  will 
do  me  the  honor  to  accompany  me,  to 
my  humble  abode,  you  shall  he  made 
acquainted  with  the  most  beautiful 
woman  in  Boston.  My  sister  is  called 
the  Duchess,  and  as  mystery  is  the 
peculiar  chai'acleristic  of  my.self  and 
family,  you  will  have  the  kintlness  to 
address  her  by  that  title." 

Mr.  Tickels  expressed  his  thanks  ; 
and  the  two  gentlemen  proceeded  to 
Somerset  street,  wherein  stood  the 
residence  of  the  Chevalier.  It  was  a 
house  of  modest  exterior,  very  plain 
but  respectable  in  appearance;  yet  the 
interior  was  furnished  very  handsome- 
ly. On  entering  the  house,  Duvall 
directed  a  servant  to  inform  the  Duch- 
ess that  he  had  brought  a  gentleman 
to  be  introduced  to  her;  and  in  about 
a  quarter  of  an  hour  the  lady  sent  word 
that  she  was  prepared  to  receive  her 
brother  and  his  friend  in  her  boudoir. 
Accordingly,  the  gentlemen  ascended 
to  that  apartment ;  and  on  entering, 
Mr.  Tickels  stood  for  a  few  moments 
rooted  to  the  floor  with  astonishment. 

It  was  a  small  chamber,  but  furnish- 
ed with  every  indication  of  the  most 
exquisite  taste.  Fresh  flowers,  smi- 
ling from  beautiful  vases,  scented  the 
air  with  their  delicious  perfume ;  clas- 
sic statuary  adorned  every  corner,  and 
gorgeous  drapery  at  the  windows  ex- 
cluded the  glare  of  day,  producing  a 
kind  of  soft  twilight.  Voluptuous 
paintings,  with  frames  superbly  carved 
and  gilded,  ornamented  the  walls  ;  and 
the  footsteps  lell  noiseless  on  the  rich 
and  yielding  Turkish  carpet.  A  splen- 
did harp  and  piano  evinced  the  musical 
taste  of  the  tenant  of  that  elegant  re- 
treat. 

But  it  was  not  the  fragrance  of 
flowers,  or  the  beauties  of  sculpture,  or 
the  divine  skill  of  the  painter,  that  en- 
thralled the  senses  of  Mr.  Tickels,  and 
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caused  him  to  pause  as  if  spell-bound 
in  the  centre  of  the  room.  No — Lis 
gaze  was  rivelted  upon  a  female  form 
that  reclined  upon  a  sofa;  and  now 
we  are  almost  inclined  to  throw  down 
our  pen  in  despair,  for  we  are  consci- 
ous of  our  inability  to  describe  such  a 
alorious  perfection  of  womanly  beauty 
as  met  the  enraptured  gaze  of  a  man, 
whose  sensual  nature  amply  qualified 
him  to  appreciate  such  charms  as  she 
possessed. 

She  was  not  what  the  world  calls  a 
young  woman  ;  yet  thirty  years — thir- 
ty summers — had  not  dim'd  the  lustre 
of  her  beauty.  Truly,  she  was  the 
Venus  of  Boston  !  A  brow,  expan- 
sive and  intellectual — hair  of  silken 
texture,  that  fell  in  massive  luxuriance 
from  beneath  a  jewelled  head-dress 
which  resembled  the  coronet  of  a 
duchess — cheeks  that  glowed  with  the 
rosy  hue  of  health  and  a  thousand 
fiery  passions — eyes  that  sparkled  with 
that  peculiar  expression  so  often  seen 
in  women  of  an  ardent,  impetuous 
nature,  now  languishing,  melting  with 
tender  desires,  now  darting  forth  ar- 
rows of  hate  and  rage — these  were 
the  characteristics  of  the  Duchess! 
There  she  lay,  tlte  very  personifica- 
tion of  voluptuousness — large  in  sta- 
ture, full  in  form,  and  exquisitely 
l)eautiful  in  feature!  Her  limbs, 
(onee  the  model  of  a  renowned  sculp- 
tor at  Athens,)  Avould  have  crazed 
Canova,  and  made  Powers  break  his 
"Greek  Slave  "  into  a  thousand  frag- 
ments;  and  those  limbs — how  visible 
ihey  were  beneath  the  light,  transpa- 
rent gauze  which  but  partially  cover- 
ed them  !  Her  leg,  with  its  exquisite 
ankle  and  swelling  calf, — faultless  in 
symmetry, — was  terminated  by  a  tiny 
foot  which  coquelislily  played  with  a 
satin  s!i[)per  on  the  carpet, — a  slipper 
that  would  have  driven  Cinderella  to 
the  commission  of  suicide.  Her  am- 
ple waist  had  never  been  compressed 
by  the  wearing  of  corsets,  or  any  oth- 
er barbarous  tyranny  of  fashion  ;    yet 


it  was  graceful,  and  did  not  in  the 
least  degree  approach  an  unseemly 
obesity  ;  and  how  magnificently  did 
it  expand  into  a  glorious  bust,  where- 
on two  "  hillocks  of  snow  "  projected 
their  rose-tinted  peaks,  in  sportive  ri- 
valry— revealed,  with  bewildering  dis- 
tinctness, by  the  absence  of  any  con- 
cealing drapary  !  When  she  smiled, 
her  lips,  like  "wet  coral,"  parted,  and 
displayed  teeth  of  dazzling  whiteness; 
and  when  she  laughed,  she  did  so  mu- 
sically. Her  hand  would  have  put 
Lord  Byron  in  extacies,  and  her  ta- 
per fingers  glittered  with  cosily  gems. 
Such  was  the  glorious  creature  who 
entranced  the  senses  of  the  Honora- 
ble Timothy  Tickels,  on  entering  her 
luxurious   boudoir. 

She  greeted  her  brother  the  Chev- 
aler  with  a  smile,  and  his  friend  with 
a  graceful  inclination  of  her  head ; 
but  she  did  not  arise,  for  which  she 
apologized  by  stating  that  she  was  af- 
flicted with  a  slight  lameness  caused 
by  a  recent  fall.  Then  she  glided  in- 
to a  discourse  so  witty,  so  fascinating, 
that  Mr.  Tickels  was  charmed  beyond 
expression. 

"  I  must  really  chide  you.  Cheva- 
lier," said  she,  turning  to  her  brother 
— "  for  not  having  afforded  me  the 
gratification  of  an  earlier  introduction 
to  your  friend ;  for  I  now  have  the 
honor  of  making  his  acquaintance 
under  extremely  unfavorable  circum- 
stances;— almost  an  invalid,  and  ar- 
rayed in  this  slovenly  dishabille.  My 
dear  Mr.  Tickels,''  she  added,  "  you 
must  not  look  at  me,  for  I  am  really 
ashamed  of  having  been  caught  in 
this  deplorable  plight." 

Admirable  stroke  of  art ! — -to  apol- 
ogize to  an  accomplished  libertine,  for 
liberally  displaying  to  his  amorous 
gaze  charms  that  would  have  moved  a 
marble  statue  ! 

"  Magnificent  Duchess,"  quoth  Mr. 
Tickels,  drawing  nearer  to  her,  and 
eagerly  surveying  the  exposed  charms 
of  her  splendid  person — offer  no  apol- 
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ogy  for  feasting  my  eyes  on  beauty 
such  as  yours.  I  atu  no  fulsome  flat- 
terer when  I  declare  to  you,  that  you 
are  the  queen  and  star  of  all  the  beauti- 
ful women  it  has  ever  been  my  lot  to 
behold  !  You  are  not  oflTended  at  my 
familiarity?" 

The  Duchess  only  said  "fie!"  atid 
pouted  for  a  moment,  so  as  to  display 
lier  ripe  lips  to  advantage  ;  and  then 
her  face  became  radiant  with  a  smile 
that  made  Mr.  Tickels'  susceptible 
heart  beat  against  his  ribs  like  the 
hammer  on  a  blacksmith's  anvil. 

The  Chavelier  rose.  "  You  must 
excuse  me,  both  of  you,"  said  he,  as 
he  took  up  his  hat — "  I  have  got  an 
engagement  which  will  oblige  me  to 
deprive  myself  of  the  pleasure  of  your 
agreeable  company  for  the  present. 
So  au  rev  oil — make  yourself  perfect- 
ly at  home,  my  dear  Mr.  Tickels  ;  and 
it  will  be  your  own  fault  if  you  do  not 
ripen  the  intimacy  which  has  this  day 
commenced  between  yourself  and  the 
Duchess." 

The  Chevalier  departed,  and  Mr. 
Tickels  was  alone  with  the  magnifi- 
cent Duchess. 

The  old  libertine  spoke  truly  when 
he  declared  that  he  had  never  before 
seen  such  a  beautiful  woman.  Ac- 
customed as  he  was  to  the  society  of 
ladies,  in  whose  company  he  always 
assumed  a  degree  of  familiarity  that 
was  almost  offensive,  he  was  neverthe- 
less so  awed  and  intoxicated  by  liie 
divine  loveliness  of  the  Duchess,  that, 
when  he  found  himself  alone  wiih  her, 
he  completely  lost  his  usual  self-pos- 
session, and  could  only  declare  his  ad- 
miration by  his  glances — not  by  words. 
For  a  few  minutes  she  coquetiishly 
toyed  with  her  fan — then  she  careless- 
y  passed  her  jewelled  hand  over  her 
queenly  brow  to  remove  the  clustering 
hair;  and  finally,  with  an  arch  glance, 
she  complimented  Mr.  Tickels  on  his 
taciturnity,  and  laughingly  enquired 
if  he  was  always  thus  silent  in  the  so- 
ciety of  ladies  ? 


"  Madam,"  replied  Mr.  Tickels— 
"  I  am  struck  dumb  by  your  unsur- 
passable beauty.  Forgive  me,  but  my 
tongue  is  mute  in  the  presence  of  such 
a  divinity." 

"Fie,  sir!  I  must  scold  you  if  you 
flcitter  me,"  responded  the  Duchess, 
as  her  cheeks  were  suffused  with  a 
charming  blush — "  and  yet  I  find  it 
very  hard  to  be  angry  with  you,  for 
your  compliments  are  cloihed  in  lan- 
guage so  elegant,  that  they  are  far 
from  being  odious.  Here  is  my  hand, 
in  token  of  my  forgiveness." 

She  gave  him  her  hand — a  hand  so 
whice,  so  soft,  so  exquisitely  delicate, 
that  its  touch  thrilled  through  the  en- 
tire frame  of  Mr.  Tickels.  Involun- 
tarily he  raised  it  to  his  lips,  and  knelt 
down  before  her; — then  suddenly  re- 
collecting himself,  he  arose,  murmur- 
in<T  a  confused  apology  for  his  rude- 
ness. Her  brilliant  eyes  were  turned 
upon  his,  with  a  soft  expression,  like 
that  of  languishing  desire  ;  and  partly 
rising  from  the  sofa,  she  made  room 
for  Mr.  Tickels  to  seat  himself  at  her 
side.  This  action  §he  accompanied 
by  a  gesture  of  invitation;  and  eagerly 
did  the  old  gentleman  sink  down  upon 
the  soft  arid  yielding  sofa.  At  first  he 
sat  at  a  respectful  distance  from  her: 
but  gradually  he  edged  closer  and 
closer,  until  their  persons  touched. 
Still  she  manifested  not  the  slightest 
displeasure;  and  at  last,  maddened  by 
his  close  proximity  to  such  matchless 
charms— for  lust  very  often  triumphs 
over  prudence — he  ventured  to  steal 
his  arm  around  her  voluptuous  waist. 
To  his  inexpressible  delight,  she  did 
not  repulse  him  ;  and  then  how  wild- 
ly palpitated  his  heart,  as  he  gazed 
down  into  those  swelling  regions  ol 
snow,  within  whose  mysterious  depths 
a  score  of  little  Cupids  might  have 
nestled  !  Bolder  and  bolder  grew  the 
excited  old  voluptuary,  as  he  found 
that  she  did  not  resist  his  amorous  ad- 
vances ;  her  fragrant  breath  fanned 
his  cheek,  and  the  glances  of  her  lus* 
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trous  eyes  dazzled  his  senses.  Her 
ripe  lips  were  provokingly  near  to  his 
— why  not  t;  ste  their  nectar?  He 
pressed  her  closer  to  him,  and  she 
turned  her  charming  face  full  towards 
him,  and  seemed,  with  an  arch  smile, 
to  challenge  him  to  bear  off  the  prize. 
One  little  inch  alone  intervened  be- 
tween her  rosy  mouth  and  his  own 
watering  one ;  in  a  moment  'twas 
done!  He  had  stolen  a  kiss,  and  re- 
ceived in  return  a  playful  tap  with  her 
fan.  Who,  that  has  once  ravished  a 
kiss  from  the  divine  lips  of  a  lovely 
woman,  does  not  feel  inclined  to  repeat 
the  offence  ?  Again  and  again  he 
kissed  her;  and  finally,  almost  beside 
himself  with  rapture,  he  glued  his  hot 
lips  to  her  neck,  her  shoulders,  her 
bosom.  Then  Mr.  Tickels  became 
sensible  that  he  had  gone  too  far — for 
she  disengaged  herself  from  his  em- 
brace, and  said,  with  an  air  of  offend- 
ed dignity — 

"  You  seem  to  forget  yourself,  sir; 
aiy  foolish  complacency  to  tlie  friend 
of  my  brother  has,  I  fear,  led  nie  to 
permit  liberties,  which  have  engender- 
ed ill  your  breast  desires  injurious  to 
my  honor.  I  confess  that  I  was,  for  a 
moment,  overcome  by  certain  feelings 
which  I  possess,  in  cunimon  with  all 
others  of  the  human  family;  nay,  I 
will  even  aduiit  that  1  am  of  a  nature 
peculiarly  ardent  and  susceptible  ; 
and  your  refined  gallantry,  and  uiy 
close  contact  with  your  really  very 
agreeable  person,  aroused  my  passions, 
and  caused  nje  to  forget  my  prudence, 
until  your  liberties  became  so  intimate 
that  I  feared  for  the  safety  of  my 
honor.  I  must  not  forget  my  position 
as  a  lady  of  character  and  birth  ;  and 
I  trust  that  you  will  remember  your 
pretensions  to  the  title  of  a  gentle- 
man." 

"  Forgive  me,  beautiful  Duchess," 
oried  Tickels,  in  tones  the  most  abject 
— "on  my  bended  knees  I  implore 
your  pardon.  What  man,  possessing 
heart  and  soul,  could  view  such  hea- 


venly charms  as  thine,  without  being 
betrayed  into  an  indiscretion.  Oh, 
forgive  me,  and  I  will  ask  no  greater 
favor  than  to  be  allowed  to  kiss  that 
beauteous  hand." 

"  am  not  angry  with  you,"  said 
the  Duchess,  giving  him  her  hand, 
which  he  raised  reverently  to  his  lips, 
— •'  for  I  can  fully  appreciate  the  feel- 
ings which  prompted  your  conduct; 
therefore,  I  willingly  forgive,  —  and 
now  that  we  are  good  friends  again, 
you  may  come  and  sit  by  my  side, 
provided  you  will  promise  to  be  very 
good,  and  neither  kiss  me  or  clasp 
my  waist  with  your  arm.  So,  sir, 
that  is  very  well — but  why  do  you 
gaze  so  intently  at  my  pretty  should- 
ers and — but,  good  heavens!  until 
this  moment  I  was  unconscious  of  my 
almost  naked  condition ;  if  you  will 
persist  in  looking  at  me,  I  must  posi- 
tively cover  myself  with  a  shawl." 

"Charming  Duchess,  that  would  he 
worse  sacrilege  than  to  cover  a  costly 
jewel  with  tow-cloth,"  rejoined  Tick- 
els; and  the  lady  smiled  at  his  gal- 
lantry, as  she  remarked — 

"Nevertheless,  naughty  man,  you 
must  not  take  advantage  of  my  negli- 
gent and  slight  attire  to  devour  my 
person  with  your  eyes.  Besides,  I 
am  too  em  bon  point  for  either  grace 
or  beauty,  and  am  naturally  anxious 
to  conceal  that  defect," 

"Defect!"  exclaimed  Tickels, — 
"  if  there  is  one  single  defect  in  your 
glorious  person,  then  is  Venus  herself 
ii  pattern  of  ugliness.  The  voluptuous 
fullness  of  your  form  is  your  most 
delightful  attribute." 

A  silence  of  some  minutes  ensued, 
during  which  the  old  libertine  contin- 
ued his  longing  gaze,  while  the  lady 
took  up  and  fondly  caressed  a  beauti- 
ful little  lap-dog,  whose  snowy  fleece 
was  prettily  set  off  by  a  silver  collar, 
musical  with  bells.  How  Tickels 
envied  the  little  animal,  when  its  mis- 
tress placed  it  in  her  bosom,  and  be- 
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stowed  upon  it  every  epithet  of  tender 
endearment ! 

"Poor  Fido!"  at  length  sa.d  the 
jady,  with  a  soft  sigh, — "  thou  art  tlie 
sole  companion  of  my  solitude.  You 
would  scarcely  l)elieve,  Mr.  Tickels, 
how  devotedly  1  am  attached  to  this 
little  creature,  and  how  much  he  loves 
me  in  return.  He  will  only  take  his 
food  from  my  hand,  and  I  feed  him  on 
the  most  delicate  custards.  Every 
morning  I  wash  him  carefully  in  ro^e 
water,  and  he  is  my  constant  bed-fel- 
low at  night.  ('  Lucky  dog!'  sighed 
Tickels. )  1  have  only  his  society  to 
dispel  the  ennui  of  my  solitude; — but, 
now  I  think  of  it,  1  have  other  sources 
of  amusement  ;  for  there  are  my 
books,  my  music,  my  flowers.  By 
the  way,  are  you  fond  of  music?  Yes, 
I  know  you  are  ;  for  you  are  a  gentle- 
man of  too  much  elegant  refinement 
of  mind,  not  lo  love  the  divine  harmo- 
dy  of  sweet  sounds.  And  now  I  shall 
put  your  gallantry  to  the  test  by  re- 
questing you  to  bring  my  harp  hither; 
and  to  reward  you  for  your  trouble, 
you  shall  hear  a  song." 

The  instrument  was  placed  before 
her,  and  she  sang,  with  exquisite  feel- 
iniJ"  and  pathos,  the  beautiful  song 
commencing  with — 

"  'Twere  vain  to  tell  thee  all  I  feel, 
Or  say  for  thee  1  sigh." 

Tickels,  to  do  him  justice,  was  a 
true  connoisseur  in  music;  and  warm- 
ly did  he  express  his  gratification  at 
the  performance,  particularly  as  the 
Duchess  accompanied  the  words  by 
glances  expressive  of  every  tender 
emotion. 

"  Heigho !  what  can  have  become 
of  the  Clievalier  ?  Devoted  as  he  is  to 
the  erratic  pursuits  of  a  man  of  fashion, 
he  is  seldom  at  home,  and  consequent- 
ly I  see  but  little  of  him."  Thus 
spoke  the  Duchess,  after  a  long  pause 
which  had  begun  to  be  embarrassing. 

''Do  you  long  for  his  return?" 
asked  Tickels  -'•  will  nut  my  society 
compensaie  i'ov  his  absence  ?" 


"Oh,  yes!"  laughingly  replied  the 
lady — "  you  are  gallant  and  agreeable, 
whereas  my  broilior  is  often  moody 
and  abstracted.  Besides,  you  know, 
a  hrolker  cannot  of  course  be  such  a 
pleasant  companion  to  a  lady,  as — as 
— I  had  almost  said  a/oDcr.  U\  truth, 
I  am  willing  to  confess  that  you  are  a 
dear,  delightful  old  gentleman,  and  I 
am  half  in  love  with  you  already. 
Nay,  don't  squeeze  my  hand  so,  or  I 
shall  repent  having  made  the  declara- 
tion." 

"  Yon  are  a  sweet  creature,"  re- 
joined Tickels — "  and  very  cruel  for 
having  afforded  me  aglimpse  ofheaven, 
and  then  shut  out  the  prospect  from 
my  longing  gaze.  But  tell  me,  how 
is  it  that  you  and  your  brother  are  so 
completely  isolated  in  society?  Cer- 
tainly you  must  have  relatives  and 
many  friends;  yet  you  complain  ol 
solitude.  If  my  question  is  not  im- 
pertinent, will  you  tell  me? — for  a 
woman  of  your  extraordinary  beauty 
and  accomplishments  never  finds  it 
difficult  to  surround  herself  with  a 
circle  of  admirers,  and  loneliness  is 
an  evil  with  which  she  never  need  be 
afflicted.  To  say  merely  that  I  feel 
interested  in  you,  would  fail  to  express 
the  degree  of  admiration  with  which  I 
regard  you  ;  and  it  would  afford  me  , 
an  unspeakable  pleasure  to  hear  the 
history  of  your  lile,  from  those  rosy 
lips." 

"  Alas  !"  exclaimed  the  Duchess,  as 
a  tear  dim'd  for  a  moment  the  lustre 
of  her  fine  eyes — "  my  story  is  but  a 
short  and  sad  one.  Such  as  it  is,  how-' 
ever,  you  shall  h  ve  it.  I  was  born 
beneath  the  fair  skies  of  sunny  France; 
my  parents  were  noble  and  rich — my 
fatlier,  the  Duke  D'Alvear,  could  e;  en 
boast  of  royal  blood  in  his  vein-, 
while  my  mother  was  closely  allie<J  !•> 
several  of  the  most  aristocratic  fami- 
lies in  the  kingdom.  Reared  in  the 
lap  of  luxury,  my  childhood  passed 
like  a  pleasant  dream,  with  nothing  to 
disturb  its  quiet,  until  I   had  reached 
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my  fifteenth  year,  at  which  period  I 
lost  both  my  parents  by  a  catasir<?phe 
so  sudden,  30  dreadful,  that  wheq  you 
hear  its  particulars,  you  will  not  blame 
me  for  weeping  as  1  do  now."  Here 
the  lady's  voice  was  broken  by  many 
sobs — but  she  soon  rocovered  her  com- 
posure, and  continued  her  narrative. 
"My  mother  was  beautiful  but  Irail 
— which  was  in  her  case  peculiarly  jjn- 
fortunate,  for  my  father  was  the  most 
jealous  of  men.  He  had'  reason  to 
suppose  that  a  handsome  young  Count 
was  too  intirraie  with  her;  keeping 
his  suspicions  profoundly  secret,  he 
jnade  preparations  for  a  long  journey, 
nnd  having  announced  his  intention  of 
remaining  abroad  several  months,  he 
departed  from  Paris.  That  very  night, 
at  midnight,  he  abruptly  returned,  pro- 
ceeded directly  to  my  mother's  cham- 
ber, and  found  the  Count  St.  Cyr  in 
her  arms.  The  guilty  pair  were  taken 
too  much  by  surprise  to  attempt  resis- 
tance or  escape,  and  both  were  slain 
on  the  spot  by  my  father,  who  had  pro- 
vi'ded  himself  with  weapons  for  that 
purpose.  The  Duke  then  went  to  his 
own  chamber— the  report  of  a  pistol 
was  heard  soon  afterwards,  and  the  un- 
fortunate man  was  found  dead,  with 
his  brains  scattered  over  the  carpet. 
Thus  in  one  fatal  night  were  my  only 
brother  and  n)yself  made  orphans — 
nor  was  this  our  only  misfortune,  for 
the  notary  who  had  the  charge  of  our 
joint  patrimony,  absconded,  and  left 
us  peiiinless.  Why  need  1  dwell  on 
the  painful  details  of  our  poverty  and 
its  attendant  miseries?  Suffice  it  to 
say  that  I  resisted  a  hundred  offers 
from  men  of  rank  and  wealth,  who 
would  have  maintained  me  in  luxury 
had  1  consented  to  part  with  the  price- 
lei^s  gem  of  my  virtue.  Yes — I  resis- 
ted each  tempting  proposal,  for  pover- 
ty itself  was  sweeter  to  me  than  dis- 
iionor.  We  came  to  America,  and 
finally  to  Boston;  the  Chevalier,  by 
giving  private  lessons  in  the  sword 
exercise,  supports  us  both  in  a  style  of 


quiet  comfort — but  I  charge  you,  sir, 
never  let  that  fact  be  known,  for  the 
gossipping  world  must  never  learn  that 
the  son  of  France's  proudest  noble 
has  so  degenerated  as  to  labor  for  his 
support.  Of  course,  with  our  modest 
means,  we  can  mix  but  little  in  the 
gay  and  fashionable  world — as  for  my- 
self, I  prefer  to  remain  at  home,  and 
see  but  few  persons  except  my  brother 
and  such  of  his  intimate  friends  as  he 
occasionally  brings  home  with  him. 
My  retired  habits  have  preserved  me 
from  the  matrimonial  speculations  of 
gentletnen,  of  which  1  am  very  glad, 
for  I  do  not  think  I  shall  ever  marry ; 
and  the  seclusion  of  my  life  has  als6 
saved  me  from  the  dishonorable  pro- 
posals of  amorous  gentlemen,  wlio 
are  ever  ready  to  insult  a  good-look- 
ing woman  provided  she  is  poor,  and 
they  are  wealthy.  Unfortunately  for 
me,  I  have  a  constant  craving  for  male 
society;  arid  when  thrown  into  the 
company  of  an  agreeable  man,  be  be 
young  or  old,  passions  which  have 
never  been  gratified  will  assert  their 
supremacy  in  my  breast,  and  1  often 
tremble  lest,  in  a  moment  of  delirium, 
1  surrender  my  person  unresisting  to 
the  arms  of  a  too  fascinating  seducer. 
This  weakness  of  my  ardent  nature 
has  already  several  times  nearly 
brought  me  to  ruin;  and  when  your 
arms  just  now  encircled  me,  and  your 
lips  were  pressed  to  mine,  the  dizzy 
delight  which  I  experienced  would,  in 
a  few  moments,  have  made  me  your 
victim,  had  I  not,  by  a  powerful  effi^rt, 
overcome  that  intoxication  of  my  sen- 
ses which  was  fast  subduing  me;  I 
escaped  from  your  arms,  and  thank 
heaven  !  my  honor  is  preserved.  Now, 
sir,  1  have  frankly  told  you  all  ;  you 
certainly  will  not  censure  me  for  my 
misfortunes — and  1  trust  you  will  not 
blame  me  for  those  propensities  of  na- 
ture to  which  we  are  all  subject,  and 
which  are  so  peculiarly  strong  in  me, 
as  to  render  their  subjection  an  act  o| 
heroic  self-denial." 
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Thus  ended  the  narrative  of  the 
Duchess;  and  it  may  well  be  imagined 
tliat  her  words  inflamed  the  passions 
of  her  listener  more  than  ever.  To 
have  that  splendid  croatnre  sit  by  his 
side,  and  candidly  confess  to  him  that 
the  ardor  of  her  soul  yearned  for  en- 
joyments which  cold  prudence  would 
not  permit  her  to  indulge  in, — what 
could  have  been  more  provoking  to 
his  already  excited  feelings  1  Mr. 
Tickels  gazed  earnestly  at  her  for  a 
few  minutes,  and  his  mind  was  deci- 
ded; he  resolved,  if  possible,  to  rea- 
son her  into  a  compliance  with  his 
wishes. 

"  Madam,"  said  he,  assuming  a 
tone  of  profound  respect — "  you  are 
an  educated  and  accomplished  lady  ; 
your  mind  is  of  the  most  elevated  and 
superior  order.  You  can  reflect,  and 
reason,  and  view  things  precisely  as 
they  are,  without  any  exaggeration. 
Look  abroad  upon  the  world,  and  you 
will  see  all  mankind  engaged  exactly 
alike — each  man  and  each  woman  is 
pursuing  that  course  which  he  or  she 
deems  best  calculated  to  promote  his 
or  her  happiness ;  and  happiness  is 
the  essence  of  pleasure.  Your  miser 
hoards  gold — that  is  his  source  of 
pleasure  ;  your  vain  woman  seeks 
pomp,  and  display,  and  adorns  her 
person  with  many  jewels — from  all  of 
which  she  derives  her  pleasure  ;  and 
as  the  child  is  pleased  with  its  rattle, 
so  is  the  musty  antiquarian  with  his 
antique  models — so  is  the  traveller 
with  his  journeyings  and  explorations 
— so  is  the  soldier  with  glory — and  so 
IS  the  lady  of  warm  impulses  with  her 
secret  aniours.  All  seek  to  extract 
pleasure  from  the  pursuit  of  some 
darling  object  most  congenial  with 
their  passions,  their  tastes,  their  pref- 
erences. Why,  then,  should  any. one 
seek  to  set  aside  the  order  of  things 
universal — the  routine  of  nature?  As 
consistently  n)ighl  we  disturb  the  har- 
monious operation  of  some  complex 
machinery,  as  to  act  in  opposition  to 


the  great  fun  lament. il  law  of  human 
nature — viz:  ihat  eiery  creuled  hcinf^, 
endowed  will,  a  ruling  passion,  should 
seek  ils  legiiimale  gralificaiion.  By 
legitimate  gratification,  I  mean,  that 
indulgence  which  interferes  not  with 
the  enjoyments  or  interests  of  others. 
The  miser  should  not  accumulate  his 
gold  at  the  expense  of  another ;  the 
libertine  should  not  revel  in  beauty's 
arms,  by  force  ;  the  lady  nmst  make 
a  willing  sacrifice — thus  nobody  is 
injured — and  thus  the  pleasure  is  ligi- 
timate  ;  though  bigoted  churchmen 
and  canting  hypocrites  may  declaim 
on  the  sin  of  carnal  indulgences  un- 
sanctioned by  the  priest  and  his  empty 
ceremonies.  Fools !  Nature,  and 
her  laws,  and  her  promptings,  and  her 
desires,  spurn  the  trammels  of  form  and 
custom,  and  reign  triumphant  over 
the  hollow  mummery  of  the  parson 
and  his  pious  foolery. 

"  Now,  dear  madam,"  continued 
the  artful  logician,  (whose  words  be- 
lied his  own  sentiments,  and  his  own 
belief,) — "supposing  that  you  admit 
all  these  premises;  what  do  we  next 
arrive  at  ?  Let  ii  e  be  plain,  since 
you  have  been  .so  candid  with  me. 
You  have  admitted  that  the  prevailing 
and  all-absorbing  passion  of  your  na- 
ture is — an  intense  desire  to  enjoy 
that  delicious  communion  which  had 
its  origin  in  the  garden  of  Eden.  Why 
deprive  yourself  of  the  gratification 
you  long  for?  Why  do  you  hunger 
for  the  fruit  which  is  within  your 
reach?  Why  disregard  the  prompt- 
ings of  nature  ?  Why  obstinately 
turn  aside  from  a  bliss  which  is  the 
rightful  inheritance  of  every  man  and 
woman  on  the  face  of  the  earth? 
And,  lastly,  why  are  you  so  cruel  to 
me,  whom  you  have  been  pleased  to 
pronounce  agreeable  ?  Answer  roe, 
charming  Duchess,  and  answer  me  as 
your  own  generous  heart  and  good 
sense  shall  dictate." 

The  Duchess  was  silent  for  a  short 
time,    and    appeared    to    reflect   pro 
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•'ounclly  ;   then  she  said,  in  a  tone  and; 
manner  singularly  earnest —  | 

"  Listen  to  me,  my  friend — for  that 
you  are  such,  I  am  very  sure.  I  do 
not  deprive  myself  of  the  pleasures  of 
which  you  speak,  in  consequence  of 
any  scruples,  moral  or  religious.  1 
have  no  respect  for  the  institution  of 
matrimony,  or  its  obligations;  I  laugh 
at  the  doctrines  of  those  who  speak  of 
the  crime  of  an  indulgence  in  Love's 
pleasures,  without  the  sanction  of  the 
church.  I  agree  with  you  that  we  all 
have  derived  from  nature  the  right  to 
feed  our  diversified  passions  according 
to  their  several  cravings  ;  but  while 
we  are  authorized,  by  the  very  laws 
of  our  beincr,  to  seek  those  delights  of 
sense  for  which  we  yearn,  a  perveiTed 
and  ridiculous  public  opinion  pro- 
hibits such  indulgences,  unless  under 
certain  restrictions,  and  accompanied 
by  certain  forms.  Now,  though  this 
public  opinion  undoubtedly  is  ridicu- 
lous and  perverted,  it  must  neverthe- 
less be  respected,  particularly  by  a 
iady;  otherwise  the  world,  (which  is 
public  opinion,)  calls  her  a  harlot — 
points  at  her  the  finger  of  scorn^ex- 
ciudes  her  from  all  decent  society, 
and  she  is  forever  disgraced  and 
ruined.  I  must  preserve  my  reputa- 
tion and  position  as  a  lady,  no  matter 
atv/hat  cost,  or  what  sacrifice;  ardent- 
ly as  I  long  for  the  delights  of  love,  I 
shall  never,  to  enjoy  then},  surrender 
my  personal  freedom  by  marriage,  or 
my  character  by  yielding  to  the  soli- 
citations of  a  lover, — unless,  in  the 
latter  case,  I  should  unfortunately, 
while  in  the  intoxication  of  excited 
passion,  grant  the  favors  which  he 
asks  ;  which  I  pray  heaven  may  never 
happen  to  me!  It  is  all  very  well, 
str,"  continued  the  Duchess,  assum- 
ing a  tone  of  afch  vivacity — "  it  is  all 
very  well  for  you  men  to  be  in  such 
continual  readiness  to  indulge  in  the 
joys  of  Venus,  whenever  opportunity 
presents  itself;  for  this  odious  public 
o[)i:iion  is  very  lenient  with  you,  gay 


deceivers  that  you  are,  and  kindly 
pardons  and  even  smiles  at  your  am- 
orous frailties;  but  we  poor  women, 
good  heavens!  must  not  swerve  six 
inches  from  the  straight  path  of  recti- 
tude marked  out  for  us,  under  pain  of 
eternal  condemnation  and  disgrace  ; 
and  thus  we  are  either  driven  into 
matrimony,  or  are  ol)liged  to  deprive 
ourselves  of  a  bliss  (to  use  your  own 
language)  which  is  the  rightful  inher- 
itance of  every  man  and  woman  on 
the  face  of  the  earth.  Well,"  added 
the  Duchess,  in  a  tone  of  mock  mel- 
ancholy which  was  irresistibly  charnv 
ing, — "poor  /  must  submit  to  the 
stern  decree,  as  well  as  the  rest  of 
those  unfortunate  mortals  called  wo 
men; — unfortunate  because  they  ore 
women,  and  because  they  are  even 
more  ardent  in  their  passions  than 
those  who  have  the  happiness  to  be 
men.  Let  me  congratulate  you,  sir, 
on  your  felicity  in  belonging  to  a  sex 
which  possesses  the  exclusive  privilege 
of  unrestricted  amative  enjoyment ; 
and  I  am  sure  you  will  not  refuse  to 
sympathize  with  me  on  my  misfortune, 
in  having  been  born  one  of  those 
wretched  beings  who  are  doomed  to 
be  forever  shut  out  from  a  Paradise 
for  which  they  long,  —  a  Paradise 
whose  bright  portals  are  guarded  by 
the  savage  monster,  Public  Opinion, 
which  ruthlessly  denies  the  admission 
within  its  flowery  precincts,  of  every 
poor  daughter  of  Eve." 

Mr.  Tickels  had  listened  with 
breathless  attention  to  the  words  of 
the  Duchess  ;  he  plainly  saw  that  she 
was  not  to  be  subdued  by  argument. 
"  Her  only  vulnerable  point  lies 
through  the  avenue  of  her  passions," 
thought  he — "  for  according  to  her 
own  confession,  she  was  intoxicated 
with  rapture  when  encircled  by  my 
arms,  and  when  receiving  my  ardent 
kisses;  and  only  escaped  the  entire 
surrender  of  her  person  to  me,  by  a 
powerful  effort.  My  course,  then,  is 
plain*     I  must  delicately  aiid  gradti* 
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villy  venture  on  familiarilics  which  are 
btirit  calculalcd  to  arouse  lier  sensibili- 
ties, without  incurring  her  suspicions 
as  to  my  ultimate  object.  1  must — I 
shall  succeed;  for,  b}i  heaven!  if  1 
should  fail  to  make  this  exquisite 
creature  mine,  I'll  eat  my  own  heart 
with  vexatious  disappointment!" 

"  My  dear  madam,"  said  he,  taking 
the  unresisting  hand  of  the  Duchess 
in  both  of  his,  atid  gently  pawing  it  in 
a  manner  that  would  have  been  dis- 
gusting to  a  spectator — "  what  can  I 
say,  after  your  candid  avowal?  Sim- 
ply, that  you  are  the  most  ingenuous, 
the  most  delightful  creature  in  the 
world,  I  love  you  to  distraction  ;  and 
yet  I  will  not  urge  you  to  depart  from 
the  course  which  you  seem  determined 
to  pursue,  though  by  adhering  to  that 
course  you  deprive  me,  as  well  as 
yourself,  of  the  most  exquisite  delights 
this  world  can  afford.  Nevertheless, 
let  us  be  friends,  if  we  cannot  be  lov- 
ers. See,  my  hair  is  gray;  I  am  old 
enough  to  be  your  father ;  will  you 
not  confer  upon  me  a  daughter's  love? 
Ah,  that  bewitching  smile  is  a  token 
of  assent.  Thanks,  sweet  one;  now, 
you  know,  a  father  should  be  the  re- 
cipient of  all  his  daughter's  little  joys 
and  sorrows — he  should  be  made  ac- 
quainted with  all  her  pretty  plans  and 


all  her  naughty  wishes;  is  it  not  so, 
my  charming  daughter  ?*  Again  your 
soft  smile  answers,  yes.  And  when 
the  daughtei  thus  bestows  her  confi- 
dence upon  lier  father,  she  leans  her 
head  upon  his  bosom,  and  his  [)rotect- 
ing  arm  embrjices  her  lovely  waist — 
thus,  as  I  now  do  yours.  lie  places 
his  venerated  hand  in  her  fair  breast 
— thus— and  feels  the  pulsations  of 
her  pure  heart;  ah!  methinks  this 
little  heart  of  thine,  sweet  one,  beats 
more  violently  than  comports  with  its 
proper  freedom  frorn  fond  and  gentle 
longings  ;  thy  father  must  reprove 
thee,  thou  delightful  offender — yet  he 
forgives  thee  with  this  loving  kiss — 
nayf  start  not,  for  'tis  a  father's  privi- 
lege. How  dewy  are  they  lips,  ray 
daughter,  and  thy  breath  is  fragrant 
with  the  odor  of  a  thousand  flowers — 
'tis  thy  father  tells  thee  so!  Pretty 
flutterer,  why  dost  thou  tremble?  I 
will  not  harm  thee.  Ah,  is  it  so? — 
dost  thou  tremble  with  the  bliss  of 
being  held  in  a  father's  arms,  and 
pressed  to  his  heart?  Why  doth  this 
bosom  heave — why  do  thine  eyes 
sparkle  as  if  with  fire,  and  thy  cheeks 
glow  with  the  rosy  hue  of  a  ripe 
peach?  What  meaneth  that  longing, 
languishing,  earnest,  voluptuous  look? 
Doih    my    daughter    yearn    after    the 


*  A3  an  apology  for  the  insertion  of  this 
silly,  sickening 'rhapsody  of  the  old  liber- 
tine, the  author  begs  to  state  that  he  intro- 
duced it,  (as  well  as  other  speeches  of  a 
like  character,)  for  the  purpose  of  paint- 
ing, in  .strong  colors,  the  disgusting  lech- 
ery of"  a  man,  whose  animal  passions  had 
degraded  him  to  the  level  of  a  brute.  He 
would  also  assure  the  reader  that  the  char- 
Rcter  of  old  Tickels  is  drawn  from  a  living 
original,  vsrhose  real  name  sounds  very 
much  like  the  curious  cognomon  that  has 
been  assigned  him.  It  will  readily  be  ob- 
sprved  that  during  the  entire  scene  be- 
tw^een  him  and  the  Duchess,  the  latter 
makes  him  her  complete  tool — encouraging 
him  to  take  the  very  liberties  which  she 
afvecls  to  resent,  and  even  while  declaring 
her  firm  intention  of  remaining  virtuous, 
using  language  most  calculated  to  inspire 
huH  with  the  hope  of  being  able  to  enjoy 


her  charms  in  the  end.  Her  object  in  all 
this  will  be  shown  towards  the  conclusion 
of  the  chapter.  It  has  been  the  author's 
design  to  portray,  in  the  character  of  ttie 
Duchess,  an  accomplished,  artful,  fascina- 
ting and  totally  depraved  woman,  possess- 
ing the  beauty  of  an  angel,  and  the  heart 
of  a  devil — precisely  such  a  one  as  could 
not  fail  to  enslave  and  victimize  such  a 
sensual  old  wretch  as  Mr.  Tickels;  how 
far  this  design  has  been  succi-ssful,  the 
intelligent  and  discerning  reader  is  left  to 
judge.  In  the  Chevalier  *Duvall  will  be 
recognized  one  of  those  splendid  villains, 
whose  superb  rascality  is  cloaked  beneath 
the  manileof  afine  person,  elegant  address, 
»nd  t.Te  assumption  of  every  quality  likely 
to  interp^t  and  please  the  credulous  peo 
pie  whom  he  honors  with  his  patronising 
friendship. 
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soft  joys  of  Venus? — Confess  it,  and 
I'll  forgive  thee;  for  thou  art  a  pas- 
sionate darling,  and  such  desires  as 
now  swell  within  thy  breast  become 
thee  well,  for  they  are  nature's 
promptings,  and  enhance  thy  beauty. 
Ah,  ha!  that  blush,  glowing  like  a 
cloud  at  sunset,  assures  me  that  I  am 
not  mistaken.  Yes,  hide  thy  radiant 
fiice  in  my  bi)Som,  and  let  me  gather 
thee  closer  to  my  heart-^-my  life — my 
treasure!  Let  me  no  longer  p. ay  the 
futher:  let  me  be  thy  lover — thy  all — 
thy  own  Timothy — thy  chosen  Tick- 
els  !  Ah,  my  bird,  have  I  caught 
thee  at  last? — thou  art  mine — mine — 
mine " 

Every  circumstance  of  position  and 
the  lady's  compliance  seemed  about  to 
confer  upon  Mr.  Tickels  the  boon 
which  he  so  eagerly  desired,  when  at 
that  critical  moment  the  Duchess  ut- 
tered a  piercing  scream,  and  pointed 
frantically  upward  to  a  large  mirror 
that  hung  directly  over  the  sofa  upon 
which  they  were  partially  reclining; 
the  old  libertine  glanced  hurriedly  up 
at  the  mirror,  and  to  his  horror  he 
saw  there  reflected  the  figure  of  the 
Ciievalier  Duvall, standing  in  the  cen- 
tre of  the  room.  He  had  entered  ab- 
ruptly and  noiselessly,  and  was  con- 
templating the  scene  before  him  with 
every  appearance  of  astonishment  and 
rage. 

The  Duchess  hid  her  face  in  her 
hands,  and  sobbed  violently,  as  if 
overcome  with  shame  and  affright; 
while  old  Tickels,  pale  and  trembling 
with  fear,  (for  he  was  a  most  detesta- 
ble coward,)  fell  upon  his  knees,  and 
gazed  upon  the  Chevalier  with  an  ex- 
pression of  countenance  that  plainly 
indicated  the  terror  which  froze  his 
blood,  and  rendered  him  speechless 
— for  the  positio.)  in  which  he  and 
the  Ducliess  had  been  detected,  would, 
he  well  knew,  admit  of  no  explanation 
— no  equivocation. 

"God  of  heaven!"  said  Duvall,  in 
..a   voice  whose  calmness  rendered   it 


doubly  impressive  and  terrible — "  am 
I  the  sport  of  some  delusion — some 
conjuror's  trick?  Do  I  dream — or  do 
these  eyes  actually  behold  that  which 
appals  my  soul?  Speak,  Duchess — 
for  sister  1  will  not  call  you — and  you, 
white-faced  craven — what  is  the  mean- 
ing of  this  scene? 

But  neither  the  Duchess  nor  Mr 
Tickels  could  utter  one  word  in  re- 
ply. 

"  Damnation  !"  exclaimed  the  Chev- 
alier, drawing  a  pistol  from  his  pock- 
et, and  cocking  it — "  answer  me,  one 
of  you,  and  that  quickly,  or  there  will 
be  blood  spilled  here  !" 

This  brought  Mr.  Tickels  to  his 
senses;  he  arose  from  his  knees,  and 
stammered  forth — 

"  My  dear  sir — don't  shoot,  for 
God's  sake — put  up  that  pistol,  and 
I'll  explain  all.  I — that  is — you  know, 
my  dear  Chevalier — as  a  man  of  the 
world  —  beautiful  woman  —  strong 
temptation " 

"  Hold,  sir  !"  cried  the  Chevalier — 
"  say  no  more,  in  that  strain,  or  you 
die  upon  the  instant.  Duchess,  tell 
me  the  meaning  of  all   this." 

The  lady  raised  her  tearful  eyes  im- 
ploringly to  the  stern  face  of  her  broth- 
er, and  said,  in  a  voice  rendered  in- 
distinct by  her  sobs — 

"Oh,  brother!  pardon  your  erring 
sister,  who,  in  a  moment  of  weakness, 
forgot  her  proud  and  unsullied  name  j 
You  know  the  fire  and  passion  of  my 
nature;  and  you  know  the  resolution 
with  which  I  have  heretofore  strug- 
gled against  it.  I  am  inexperienced 
— unused  to  the  ways  of  the  world — 
unaccustomed  to  the  artifices  of  wick- 
ed men.  Debarred  as  I  am  from  male 
society,  what  wonder  that,  in  the  com- 
pany of  a  male,  I  should  for  a  moment 
be  overcome  by  the  weakness  of  my 
woman's  nature?  Forgive  me,  Chev 
alier,  I  implore  you — indeed  my  hon- 
or is  preserved  ;  your  timely  entrance 
prevented  the  consummation  of  my 
ruin." 
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"Si^iter,"  rejoined  Duvall,  <];aziii(r 
at  her  with  a  softened  aspect — "  I  do 
forgive  you,  your  honor  being  still 
Linderiied  ;  I  know  tlie  power  of  your 
passions,  notwithstanding  your  many 
excellent  qu;dities;  and  I  can  scarce- 
ly wonder  at  your  momentary  weak- 
ness, when  an  accoaiplislied  villain 
tempts  you  to  ruin.  Hereafter,  dear 
sister,  govern  those  unruly  passions 
with  a  rod  of  iron ;  remember  the 
grandeur  of  our  ancestral  house  and 
name,  and  let  that  remembrance  be 
your  safeguard. — As  for  you,  sir," 
continued  the  Chevalier,  turning  sav- 
agely towards  Mr.  Tickels,  while  l.iis 
magnilicent  features  grew  dark  with 
terrible  rage — "  as  for  yon,  sir,  you 
have  betrayed  my  confidence  and 
abused  my  hospitality;  I  introduced 
you  into  this  house,  supposing  you  to 
be  a  man  of  honor  and  a  friend.  You 
have  attempted  the  seduction  of  my 
sister;  you  have  basely  tried  to  take 
advantage  of  the  weakness  of  an  in- 
experienced and  unsuspecting  wo- 
man; but  more  than  all  this,  sir — and 
my  blood  boils  with  fury  at  the  thought! 
— you  would  have  tarnished  the  un- 
stained name  and  honor  of  a  kingly 
race!  Look  you,  sir,  these  wrongs 
demand  instant  reparation — one  or 
both  of  us  must  die.  Here  are  two 
pistols;  take  your  choice  ;  place  your- 
self at  the  distance  of  six  paces  from 
me,  and  let  impariia!  Fate  decide  the 
issue !" 

"But,  my  dear  sir,"  cried  the  old 
villain,  almost  beside  himself  with 
terror — "  I  can't  fight — I  don't  want 
lo  be  killed — my  God,  sir,  I  never 
fired  a  pistol  in  all  my  life.  Can't  we 
settle  this  matter  in  some  other  way  ? 
Will  not  money ■" 

"  Money  !"  exclaimed  the  Chevalier, 
scornfully — "  fool,  can  money  heal  a 
wounded  honor,  or  wipe  away  the 
odium  of  your  insults?  Choose  your 
weapon,  sir !" 

"  Mercy — mercy  !"  cried  the  das- 
^:ird,  falling  on  his  knees  before  his 


stern  antagonist — "  I  am  rich  ,  let  me 
depart  in  safety,  and  I'll  give  you  a 
cheque  for  a  hundred — ." 

The  Chevalier  cocked  a  pistol. 

"  Five    hundred ,"    groaned 

Tickels. 

The  pistol  was  raised,  and  pointed 
at  his  head. 

'*  A  thousand  dollars!"  yelled  the 
victim,  his  face  streaming  with  a  cold 
perspiration,  his  hair  bristling,  and 
his  teeth  chattering  with  fright. 

The  Chevalier  paused,  and  said,  af 
ter  a  few  moments  reflection 

"  AlUr  all,  to  make  such  men  as 
you  disgorge  a  portion  of  their  wealtli, 
is  a  punishment  as  severe  as  any  that 
f  can  inflict  upon  you.  You  are  a 
coward  and  dare  not  fight;  I  wish  not 
to  murder  you  in  cold  blood.  I  will 
content  myself  with  exposing  your  in- 
famous conduct  to  the  world — pub- 
lishing your  rascality  in  every  newspa 
per,  and  you  will  be  kicked  like  a  dog 
from  all  decent  society;  this  will  I  do, 
unless  you  immediately  fill  me  out  a 
cheque  for  the  sum  of  five  thousand 
dollars." 

"Five  thousand  devils!"  growled 
Tickels,  gaining  courage  as  he  believ- 
ed hi.s  life  to  be  in  no  imminent  dan- 
ger— "  what!  five  thousand  dollars  for 
only  having  kissed  and  toyed  a  little 
with  a  pretty  woman,  without  having 
reaped  any  substantial  benefit?  No, 
no,  my  friend — you  can't  come  it  ; 
you  are,  to  use  a  vulgar  phrase,  cut- 
ting it  rather  fat;  I'm  not  so  preciou* 
green  as  you  think.  I  don't  mind 
giving  you  a  couple  of  hundred,  or 
so,    f:)r   what   tun  I've    had,    but    five 

thousand whew  !     rather     a    high 

price  for'  the  amusement,  considering 
what  a  remarkably  free-and-easy  lady 
your  sister  is !" 

"No  more  of  this  !"  thundei;ed  the 
Chevalier,  in  a  tone  that  made  Mr. 
Tickels  leap  two  feat  into  the  air — 
"  instantly  give  me  a  cheque  for  the 
sum  that  I  demand,  or  by  my  roya! 
grandfather's  beard/  (an  oath  T  dare 
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not  break,)  I'll  blow  your  head  into: 
fragments! — Look  at  tliat  clock;  it! 
now  lacks  one  minute  of  the  hour; 
that  minute  I  give  you  to  decide;  if, 
at  the  expiration  of  that  period,  you 
do  not  consent  to  do  as  I  request,  you 
die!" 

The  muzzle  of  the  pistol  was  placed 
in  very  close  proximity  to  the  vic- 
tim's head;  there  was  no  alternative — 
life  was  exceedingly  sweet  to  Mr. 
Tickels,  although  the  wickedness  of 
half  a  century  rested  heavily  on  his 
soul ;  in  a  few  seconds  more,  unless 
he  consented  to  give  up  a  portion  of 
his  basely  acquired  wealth,  he  had  ev- 
ery reason  to  fear  that  soul  would  be 
ushered  into  a  dark  and  unfathomable 
eternity.  No  wonder,  then,  that  he 
tremulously  said — 

"  Put  up  your  weapon  ;  I  will  do  as 
you  require." 

Writing  materials  were  soon  brought, 
and  in  a  few  minutes  the  Chevalier  was 
tiie  possessor  of  a  cheque  on  a  State 
street  bank,  bearing  the  substantial 
autograph  of  Timothy  Tickels. 

"Now,  sir,"  said  Duvall,  depositing 
the  valuable  document  in  his  pocket- 
book — "  you  are  at  liberty  to  depart. 
1  am  confident  that  you  will,  for  your 
own  sake,  keep  this  affair  a  profound 
secret ;  and  so  far  as  myself  and  much- 
injured  sister  are  concerned,  you  may 
rest  assured  that  nothing  shall  ever  be 
said  calculated  to  compromise  your 
reputation.  I  canrfot  avoid  expressing 
my  regret  that  a  man  of  your  advanc- 
ed age,  and  high  standing  in  society, 
should  descend  so  low  as  to  manifest 
such  base  and  grovelling  sensuality — 
such  unprincipled  libertinisn\ — espe- 
cially towards  a  lady  so  closely  related 
to  a  man  who  has  heretofore  regarded 
you  as  a  friend.  Go,  sir,  and  seek 
some  other  victim,  if  you  will — but 
confine  your  amours  to  your  own  class, 
and  do  not  again  aspire  to  the  favors 
of  a  lady  in  whose  veins  flows  the 
noblest  blood  of  France !" 

Mr.  Tickels  took  his  leave  of  the 


indignant  brother  and  his  much-injur 
ed  sister  with  a  very  ill  grace ;  and 
bent  his  steps  towards  his  own  house 
grinding  his  teeth  with  impotent  rage. 
The  loss  of  his  money,  and  the  morti- 
fying disappointment  he  had  experi- 
enced, rendered  him  furious,  and  he 
muttered,  as  he  strode  thro' the  streets 
with  hasty  and  irregular  steps — 

"Eternal  curses  on  my  ill  fortune' 
Five  thousand  dollars  gone  at  one  fell 
swoop — but  bah  !  the  money's  noth- 
ing, when  I  think  of  my  being  cheat- 
ed out  of  the  enjoyment  of  such  ce- 
lestial charms  as  those  possessed  by, 
that  splendid  enchantress  ! — At  the 
very  critical  moment — when  she  lay 
panting  and  unresisting  in  my  arros-^ 
with  all  her  glorious  beauties  spread 
out  before  me,  like  the  delicious  ma- 
terials of  a  dainty  feast — ^just  aa  the 
cup  of  joy  was  raised  to  my  eager  lips, 
and  I  was  about  to  quaff  its.  bewilder- 
ing contents,  to  be  baulked  by  the 
unexpected  entrance  of  that  accursed 
Chevalier.  Confusion! — I  shall  go 
mad  with  vexation.  *  *  *  *  Well, 
'tis  of  no  use  to  grumble  about  what 
can't  be  helped;  let  me  rather  turn 
my  attention  to  future  joys,,  concern- 
ing which  there  can  be  no  disappoint- 
ment. My  plans,  are  all  arranged  ;  ux 
a  few  days  my  pretty  Fanny  Aubrey 
will  be  an  inmate  of  the  luxurious 
"  Chambers  of  Love."  Ha,  ha  !  that 
thought  almost  reconciles  me  to  the 
loss  of  the  Duchess — though,  egad! 
she  is  a  luscious  piece,  all  fire,  all  sen- 
timent, all  enthusiasm  !  But  oh  !  fiva 
thousand  dollars — five  thousand  dol- 
lars! *  *  *  But  let  me  see  :  where 
is  the  infernal  trap  of  that  scoundrel, 
Jew  Mike,  whom  Sow  Nance  recom 
mended  as  a  fellow  well  qualified  tr 
abduct  my  pretty  Fanny,  and  conve)i 
her  to  the  "Chambers?"  Ah,  good;  his 
address  is  in  my  memorandum  booli  . 
'^Inquire  for  the  Pig.  Pen,,  JVb.  —^ 
Ann  street,  any  night  after  ntidnight.*' 
Ugh  !  I  don't  like  this  veaturing 
among  cut-throats  and  thieves,  :|t£uch 
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untimely  hours;  but  nothing  risk, 
nothing  have;  and  asrything  for  love!" 

The  reailer's  attention  is  now  sum- 
moned to  the  scene  vi'hich  transpired 
between  the  Chevalier  and  the  Du- 
chess, immediately  after  the  departure 
of  Mr.  Tickels  from  the  house. 

The  Duchess,  who  had  been  sitting 
upon  the  sofa,  bathed  in  tears  and 
sobbing  as  if  her  heart  would  break, 
jumped  up,  bounded  across  the  carpet 
in  a  series  of  graceful  pirouettes,  and 
then,  throwing  herself  upon  the  floor, 
indulged  in  a  ]>enl  of  silvery  laughter 
that  made  the  room  fairly  echo,  ex- 
claiming— 

"  What  a  d — d  old  fool  that  man  is  ! 
Oh,  I  shall  die — I  shall  positively  suf- 
focate with  mirth !" 

The  Chevalier,  throwing  aside  eve- 
ry appearance  of  indignation  and  dig- 
nity, placed  himself  in  that  humorous 
and  rather  vulgar  position,  sometimes 
adopted  by  jocose  youths,  who  wish 
to  intimate  to  their  friends  the  fact 
that  any  individual  has  been  most 
egregiously  "  sucked  in."  Fearing 
that  the  uninitiated  may  not  readily 
comprehend  this  pantomimic  witlicisrn, 
we  may  as  well  state,  for  their  enlight- 
enment, that  it  is  accomplished  by 
applying  the  thumb  to  the  tip  of  the 
nose,  and  executing  a  series  of  gyra- 
tions with  the  open  hand ;  the  whole 
affair  being  a  very  playful  and  in- 
genious invention,  much  practised 
by  newsboys,  cabmen,  second-hand 
clothes  dealers,  and  sporting  gentle- 
men. 

"  A  cool  five  thousand  1"  shouted 
the  Chevalier,  abandoning  this  comic 
posture,  and  "squaring  off"  at  his 
reflection  in  the  mirror,  in  the  most 
approved  style  of  the  pugilistic  art — 
as  if  he  were  about  to  give  himself  a 
"punch  in  the  head,"  for  being  such 
a  funny,  clever  dog;  "  bravo!  I'll  go 
rind  get  the  cheque  cashed  at  once ; 
and  then  hurrah  for  a  brilliant  season 
of  glorious  dissipation !  But,  my 
Duchess,  how  the  devil  did  you  man- 


age to  get  the  old  fool  so  infatuated— 
so  crazy  with  passion  ?  for  I  stood 
over  ten  minutes  looking  at  both  of 
you  through  the,  key-hole,  before  1 
entered  the  room,  and  1  never  before 
saw  a  man  act  so  extravagantly  ludi- 
crous ;  it  was  only  with  extreme  diffi- 
culty that  I  could  keep  myself  from 
laughing  outright.  And  you,  witch 
that  you  are,  looked  as  if  you  were 
panting  and  dying  with  amorous  de- 
sires. By  my  soul,  'twas  admirably 
done !"  i 

The  Duchess  smiled  with  gratifi- 
cation at  the  praise,  and  arising  from 
the  carpet,  on  which  she  had  been 
literally  rolling  in  the  excess  of  her 
mirth,  threw  herself  upon  the  sofa  in 
an  attitude  of  voluptuous  abandon- 
ment; and  while  complacently  view- 
ing her  matchless  leg,  she  said — 

"  For  your  especial  entertainment, 
my  Chevalier,  I  will  relate  all  that 
transpired  between  me  and  'the  old 
goat,  after  your  departure.  At  first, 
he  assailed  me  with  a  profusion  of 
silly,  sickening  compliments  on  my 
beauty  ;  1  blushed,  (you  know  how 
well  I  can  blush,  when  I  try,)  and  as- 
sured him  that  his  praises  were  di- 
vine— so  eloquent,  so  elegantly  con- 
veyed— and  yet  I  thought  them  in- 
tolerably stupid.  Then  I  gave  hih> 
my  hand  to  kiss;  and  its  contact  with 
his  lips  made  him  as  amorous  as  I 
could  possibly  desire.  He  knell  at 
my  feet ;  then  arose,  apologizing  for 
his  rudeness.  I  threw  all  my  powers 
of  fascination  into  my  looks,  and  pe?- 
mitted  him  to  take  a  seat  by  my  side, 
on  the  sofa.  At  first,  he  sat  apart 
from  me  I  but  at  last,  gaining  courage, 
he  moved  close  to  me,  and  gently 
placed  his  arm  around  my  waist ;  of 
course,  I  did  not  repulse  him.  With 
secret  joy  I  observed  the  eagerness 
with  which  he  regarded  such  parts  of 
my  person  as  were  exposed — and  I 
took  good  care  to  reveal  it  liberally  ; 
how  the  odious  old  wretch  gloated 
upon  this  bust,  which  you^  m_y  Cheva- 
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lier,  pronounce  so  charming!  At' 
last,  he  kissed  me — ^ugh  !  how  horri- 
bly the  old  creature's  breath  stiielt ! 
But  I  pretended  to  be  more  pleased 
than  angry  ;  and  from  my  lips  liis 
nauseous  mouth  wandered  to  my  neck, 
my  shoulders,  my  bosom.  1  fairly 
shuddered  as  he  besmeared  me  with 
his  disgusting  kisses;  and  thinking 
that  he  had  gone  far  enough,  for  that 
time,  I  burst  from  his  embrace,  and 
reproached  him  (but  not  too  severely,) 
for  his  rude  behavior — taking  good 
care,  however,  to  fan  his  pa-tions  into 
a  still  fiercer  flame,  by  telling  him 
that  ray  reason  for  particularly  dread- 
ing such  familiarities,  was,  that  they 
he'd  a  tendency  to  excite  my  own  de- 
sires to  a  degree  that  was  dangerous 
to  my  honor.  As  1  foresaw,  this  art- 
ful assurance  was  received  by  him 
with  ill-concealed  delight.  He  begged 
n!y  pardon ;  it  is  needless  to  say,  I 
forgave  him,  and  suffered  him  to  re- 
sume his  seat  at  my  side,  on  condition 
that  he  would  take  no  further  liberties, 
knowing  very  well  that  he  could  not 
long  keep  his  promise.  Then  came 
more  compliments;  I  sang  and  played 
for  him,  and  he  was  beyond  measure 
delighted.  After  a  short  conversa- 
tion on  the  secluded  manner  in  which 
I  lived,  and  the  loneliness  which  I 
felt,  I  confessed  to  him  that  I  was  half 
in  love  with  him;  while  at  the  same 
time  1  thought  him  the  most  disgust- 
ing old  brute  in  existence.  In  return 
for  my  pleasing  lie,  he  pressed  my 
hand  fervently,  and  requested  me  to 
relate  to  him  the  story  of  my  life, 
from  "  my  own  rosy  lips,"  as  he  said. 
My  Chevalier,  you  know  what  s^plen- 
did  |towers  of  imagination,  and  what 
a  rich,  prolific  fancy  I  possess ;  and 
well  I  may — for  am  I  not  a  leading 
contributor  to  a  fashionable  ladies' 
magazine,  besides  being  the  authoress 
of  "Confessions  of  a  Voluptuous 
Young  I.ady  of  High  Rank,"  and  al- 
so the  editress  of  the  Jast  edition  of 
the  *'  Memoirs  of  Miss  Frances  Hill :' 


Well,  I  entertained  my  aged  admirer 
with  a  pretty  little  impromptu  ro- 
mance, "got  up  expressly  for  the  chj- 
cnsion,"  as  the  play-bills  have  it;  and 
he  religiously  believed  every  word  of 
it — though,  of  course,  it  contained  not 
one  single  word  of  truth  in  it.  I  told 
him  that  my  brother  and  myself — ha, 
ha! — were  the  children  of  some  Duke 
Thingumby,  (whose  name  I  have  for- 
gotten already,)  who  was  one  of  the 
greatest  nobles  in  France;  yes,  faith 
— our  venerable  papa  had  royal  blood 
in  his  veins,  while  our  mamma,  bless 
her  dear  soul,  was  "closely  allied 
to  several  of  the  most  aristocratic 
families  in  the  kingdom."  Then  1 
trumped  up  a  cock-and-bull  story 
about  papa  killing  mamma  in  a  fit 
of  jealousy,  having  caught  her  in  a 
naughty  fix  with  the  young  Count, 
Somebody-or-other,  whom  he  also 
slew,  and  then,  to  wind  up  the  fun, 
went  to  his  own  chamber  and  slsol 
himself — great  booby  as  he  was!  Next, 
the  notary  who  had  charge  of  oiir 
princely  fortune,  "  stepped  out,'  •<:& 
they  say,  and  left  us,  poor  orphan,-, 
without  the  price  of  a  penny  roll,  i 
was  intensely  virtuous,  of  cour.se,  re- 
sisted a  hundred  tempting  offers  to 
become  the  kept  mistress  of  nsen  of 
wealth  and  rank — we  came  to  Anieri- 
ca,  and  settled  in  Boston,  where  vou 
now  obtain  for  us  a  comfortable  sub- 
sistence by  privately  teaching  the  ute 
of  the  small  sword.  Ah,  my  Chevu- 
lier,  wasn't  that  brought  in  well  ? 
Then  I  went  on  to  lament  that  my 
passions  were  so  fiery  that  I  could  not 
enjoy  the  society  of  an  agreeable  man 
without  danger  to  my  honor  ;  and 
concluded  my  story  by  hinting  to  Mr. 
Tickels  that  my  virtue  had  never  been 
in  such  peril,  as  when  his  arms  had 
embraced  me — for,  said  I,  my  s-'enses 
were  fast  becoming  inti)xicated,  and 
in  a  few  moments  more  I  should  have 
been  your  victim,  had  I  not,  by  a  pow- 
erful effort,  escaped  from  the  sweet 
delirium  which  was  stealing  over  my 


72 


VENUS  IN  BOSTON. 


soul.  Thus  you  will  see,  my  Cheva- 
lier, that  my  story  and  its  accompany- 
ing remarks  were  both  judicious  and 
appropjiate ;  my  victim  manifosted 
the  most  intense  interest  during  the 
recital,  and  I  could  plainly  perceive 
the  Rxciting  effect  which  the  conclud- 
ing words  of  my  narrative  had  upon 
him. 

"  My  atory  being  done, 
He  gave  me  for  my  pains  a  world  of  sighs." 

"  After  the  completion  of  my  de- 
lightful little  romance,"  continued 
the  Duchess,  "  the  venerable  goat  at- 
tempted to  subdue  me  by  the  force  of 
argument;  and,  to  do  him  justice,  I 
must  say  that  his  philosophy,  if  not 
very  rational,  was  at  least  very  pro- 
found. He  went  over  the  entire  field 
of  moral  subtleties,  and  proved  himself 
an  excellent  sophist.  He  argued  that 
as  nature  had  given  me  passions,  I 
was  justified  in  gratifying  them,  des- 
pite the  opinions  of  the  world  and  the 
prohibitions  of  decent  society.  Much 
more  he  said  that  I  have  forgotten  ; 
but  the  drift  of  his  remarks  was,  that 
as  1  had  admitted  him  to  be  the  most 
charming  and  agreeable  person  in  the 
world,  I  could  not  do  a  belter  thing 
than  to  throw  myself  into  his  arms, 
;\nd  enjoy  with  him,  as  he  said,  "  the 
rightful  inheritance  of  every  man  and 
woman  on  the  face  of  the  earth." 

"  In  reply  to  his  specious  reasoning, 
I  assured  him  that  I  could  n't  think  of 
complying  with  his  wishes, as  I  should 
thereby  lose  my  reputation  and  posi- 
tion in  society,  as  a  lady — which  was, 
[  added,  the  only  consideration  that 
restrained  me  from  testing  those  joys 
which  he  had  so  eloquently  depicted ; 
for  as  to  any  scruples,  moral  or  reli- 
gious, I  had  none  whatever.  Then  I 
congratulated  him  on  his  happiness  in 
belonging  to  a  sex  having  the  privil- 
ege of  enjoying  amative  delights,  with 
alniost  perfect  impunity  ;  and  deplored 
my  own  hard  fate — for,  said  I,  am  I 
not  a  woman,  and  are  not  women 
sternly   prohibited    from    tasting   the 


joys  of  love,  unsanctioned  bj  the 
empty  forms  of  matrimony,  under  pain 
of  having  their  names  and  characters 
forever  blasted  and  disgraced  ? 

"  Well,  my  Chevalier,  the  old 
wretch,  seeing  that  he  was  not  likely 
to  accomplish  his  object  by  argument, 
adopted  a  new  plan.  Instantly,  he 
dropped  the  lover,  and  became  the 
fond  and  doting  father,  in  which  sa- 
cred capacity  he  proceeded  to  take 
liberties  to  which  his  former  famili- 
arities were  as  nothing.  He  began  by 
reminding  me  of  his  gray  hair  and 
advanced  age  ;  then  he  asked  permis- 
sion to  regard  me  as  a  daughter,  to 
which  1  made  no  objection,  as  I  wish- 
ed to  see  how  far  he  would^  operate 
during  the  personation  of  that  charac- 
ter— though  I  shrewdly  suspected  that 
his  actions  would  be  anything  but 
fatherly.  Therefore,  when  he  again 
clasped  my  waist,  and  made  me  lean 
against  him,  I  did  not  repulse  him,  for 
his  conduct  was  in  furtherence  of  our 
plans;  and  I  also  permitted  him, 
(though  with  extreme  disgust  on  my 
part,)  to  toy  with  my  breasts,  and  kiss 
me  again  and  again,  all  of  which  he 
did  under  cover  of  his  holy  privileges 
as  a  father  !  The  moment  had  then 
arrived  for  me  to  play  my  part ;  and 
though  the  old  rascal's  conduct  and 
person  were  loathesome  to  me  in  the 
extreme,  I  affected  all  the  languor, 
flutter,  and  ardor  of  passionate  long- 
ings, which  he  perceived  with  the 
most  extravagant  demonstrations  of 
delight " 

"  I  know  all  the  rest,"  interrupted 
the  Chevalier,  almost  suffocated  with 
laughter,  in  which  the  merry  Duch- 
ess joined  him — "  I  applied  my  eye 
to  the  key-hole  just  at  that  moment, 
and  saw  the  old  goat,  as  you  properly 
term  him,  hugging  you  with  the  fero- 
city of  a  bear;  I  heard  him  say- — 'Let 
me  no  longer  play  the  father  ;  let  me 
be  thy  lover — thy  all — thy  own  Timo- 
thy— thy  chosen  Tickelsl'  Ha,  ha, 
ha  I  was  anything  so  richly  ludicrous? 
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And,  by  Jove,  how  admirably  you  j 
acted,  my  Duchess  !  You  appeared  | 
absolutely  dying  with  rapture — your  : 
eyes  seemed  to  express  a  thousand  ^ 
soft  wishes — your  face  glow^ed  as  if. 
with  the  heat  of  languishing  desire;' 
how  wildly  you  seemed  to  abandon ' 
your  person  to  his  lascivious  embra- 
ces! and  yet  I  know  the  disgust  which 
you  must  have  felt  towards  him,  at 
that  very  moment ;  for  he  was  any- 
thing but  a  comely  object,  with  his 
gray  hair  disordered,  his  bloated 
countenance  red  as  fire,  and  his  dress 
indecently  disarranged.  At  that  mo- 
ment I  noiselessly  stole  into  the  room; 
and  just  at  the  very  instant  when  the 
old  fool  thought  himself  sure  of  his 
prey,  you  screamed,  and  pointed  to 
my  reflection  in  the  mirror.  The  re- 
sult was  precisely  as  I  expected  ;  too 
cowardly  to  fight,  afraid  of  his  life, 
and  anxious  to  preserve  his  reputa- 
tion, he  preferred  giving  me  the  hand 
some  sum  of  five  thousand  dollars — 
which  money  we  very  much  needed, 
and  which  will  last  us  a  long  time, 
provided  we  exercise  a  reasonable  de- 
gree of  economy.  That  last  five  hun- 
dred, which  we  extracted  from  the 
parson,  lasted  us  but  little  over  a 
month  ;  let  us  be  more  discreet  here- 
after, my  Duchess  —  we  may  live 
splendidly,  but  not  extravagantly  ;  for 
old  age  will  come  on  us  by-and-by, 
and  your  beauty  will  fade — then  what 
is  to  become  of  us,  unless  we  have  a 
snug  competency  in  reserve  ?  And 
really,  my  dear,  you  must  curtail  your 
personal  expenditures  ;  you  recollect 
but  a  week  ago  you  gave  two  hundred 
dollars  for  that  diamond  coronet  you 
have  on — and  you  are  constantly  pur- 
chasing costly  dresses  and  superb 
shawls.  Do  you  not  observe  the  plain- 
ness of  my  attire  ?  Believe  me,  an 
elegant  simplicity  of  dress  is  far  more 
attractive  to  men  of  tasie,  than  gaudy 
apparel  can  possibly  be." 

"Have    you    done    sermonizing?" 
cried  the  Duchess,  good  humoredly — 


"  really,  you  would  make  an  admira- 
ble parson  ;  and  a  far  better  one,  I 
am  sure,  than  the  reverend  gentleman 
whom  we  wheedled  out  of  the  five 
hundred  dollars.  But  go  at  once  and 
get  the  cheque  cashed;  you  shall  give 
me  exactly  one  half,  and  we  both  shall 
have  the  privilege  of  expending  our 
several  portions  as  we  choose." 

"Agreed,"  said  the  Chevalier, — 
"  but  I  have  a  little  business  to  trans- 
act in  my  ivorkshop,  before  I  go  to  the 
bank.     What  are  you  laughino-  at?" 

"Oh,"  answered  the  Duchess, — "1 
cannot  help  thinking  of  that  amusing 
old  goat,  Mr.  Tickels.  The  recollec- 
tion of  that  man  will  certainly  kill  me! 
The  idea  of  your  passing  me  off  as 
your  sister  was  so  rich;  he  little  sus- 
pected, poor  man,  that  for  years  we 
have  been  tender  lovers  and  co-part- 
ners in  the  business  of  fleecing  amor- 
ous gentlemen  out  of  their  money. 
And  'then  to  represent  myself  as  the 
daughter  of  a  French  nobleman ! — 
Why,  my  father  gained  a  very  pretty 
living  by  going  around  the  streets 
with  a  hand-organ,  on  which  he 
played  with  exquisite  skill,  and  was 
accompanied  in  his  perambulations  by 
a  darling  little  monkey  named  Jacko, 
— poor  Jacko !  he  came  to  his  death 
by  being  choked  with  a  roasted  po- 
tato. My  mother,  rest  her  soul  !  was 
an  excellent  washerwoman,  but  her 
unfortunate  fondness  for  strong  drink 
resulted  in  her  being  provided  with 
bed  and  board  in  the  alms  house,  in 
which  excellent  institution  she  died, 
having  first  conferied  upon  the  world 
the  benefit  of  bringing  me  into  exist- 
ence ;  therefore,  instead  of  havincr 
first  seen  the  light  within  the  marble 
walls  of  a  French  palace,  I  drew  my 
first  breath  in  the  sick  ward  of  a 
pauper's  home.  At  ten  years  of  age 
I  was  a  ballet  girl  at  the  theatre ;  at 
fourteen,  my  Chevalier,  it  was  my 
good  fortune  to  meet  you  ;  you  initia- 
ted me,  not  only  into  the  mysteries  ol 
love,  but  into  the  art  of  making  money 


74 


VENCS  IN  BOSTON, 


with  far  greater  facility  than  as  a.  figu- 
rante ill  the  opera.  You  christened 
me  'Duchesd,' — took  the  title  of 
'  Chevalier,'  and  together  we  have  led 
a  life  of  piufil,  of  pleasure,"  and  of 
charming  variety." 

"And  I,"  rejoined  ihe  Chevalier, 
"  can  boast  of  a  parentage  as  distin- 
guished as  your  own.  My  father  was 
an  English  thief  and  pickpocket;  he 
took  pains  to  teach  me  the  science  of 
his  profession,  and  I  will  venture  to 
affirm  that  I  can  remove  a  gentleman's 
watch  or  pocket-book  as  gracefully 
as  could  my  venerated  sire  himself, 
whose  career  was  rather  abruptly  ter- 
minated one  fine  morning  in  conse- 
quence of  a  temporary  valet  having 
tied  his  neckcloth  too  tightly  :  he  was 
hung  in  front  of  Newgate  jail,  for  a 
highway  robbery,  in  which  he  ac- 
quired but  little  glory  and  less  profit, 
— for  he  only  shot  an  old  woman's 
poodle  dog,  and  stole  a  leather  purse 
full  of  halfpence.  My  mother  was  a 
very  pretty  waiting  woman  at  an  ordi- 
nary tavern ;  one  night  she  abruptly 
stepped  out  and  sailed  for  America, 
carrying  with  her  my  unfinished  self, 
and  the  silver  spoons.  I  saw  you — 
admired  you — made  yoii  my  mistress, 
and  partner  in  business,  the  profita- 
ble nature  of  which  is  proved  by  our 
being  now  possessed  of  the  very  pret- 
ty sum  of  five  thousand  dollars,  the 
result  of  three  hours'  operations." 

"  You  have  yet  one  grand  stroke  of 
art  to  accomplish,  which  will  place  us 
both  on  the  very  pinnacle  of  fortune," 
said  the  Duchess.  "I  allude,  of 
•coarse,  to  your  approaching  marriage 
with  Miss  Alice  Goldvvorthy." 

The  Chevalier's  brow  darkened, 
and  his  handsome  features  assumed  an 
expression  of  uneasiness. 

"  That,"  said  he,  "  is  the  only  busi- 
ness in  which  I  ever  faltered.  Poor 
joung  lady  !  she  is  so  good,  so  pure, 
30  confidingly  affectionate,  that  my 
heart  sinks  within  me  when  I  think  of 
the  ruin  which  her  marriage  with  me 


will  bring  upon  her.  When  I  gaze 
into  her  lovely  countenance,  and  hear 
the  tones  of  her  gentle  voice,  r<;morse 
for  the  wrong  that  I  contemplate  to- 
wards her,  strikes  me  to  the  soul,  and 
I  feel  that  1  am  a  wretch  indeed." 

"Pooh!"  exclaimed  the  Duchess, 
her  lips  curling  with  disdain — "  you 
grow  very  sentimental  indeed  !  Per- 
nnps  you  really  love  this  girl?" 

'*  No,  Duchess,  no — but  I  pity  her; 
a  devil  cannot  love  an  angel.  There 
was  a  lime  when  my  soul  was  unstain- 
ed will)  guilt  or  crime — then  might  I 
have  aspired  to  the  bliss  of  loving  such 
a  divine  creature  as  Alice;  but  now 
— villain  as  I  am  —  there  can  be  no 
sympathy  between  my  heart  and  hers. 
Well,  well — the  die  is  cast;  I  will  wed 
her,  for  1  covet  the  splendid  fortune 
which  she  will  inherit  on  the  death  o{ 
her  father.  You  know  that  the  wed- 
ding day  will  soon  arrive;  but  how  I 
dread  its  approach  !  for  1  fear  that  ere 
I  can  embrace  my  bride  within  the 
sacred  nuptial  couch,  she  will  discov- 
er that  which  I  can  never  remove  or 
entirely  conceal — that  fatal  mark,  the 
brand  of  crime,  which  I  carry  upon 
my  person.  She  loves  me;  but  her 
love  would  be  changed  to  hate,  were 
she  to  see  that  horrid  emblem  of 
guilt." 

"  You  must  conceal  it  from  her 
view,"  rejoined  the  Duchess,  shudder- 
ing— "  or  it  will  spoil  all.  The  mar- 
riage would  be  animlled  by  the  dis- 
covery of  that  detestable  mark." 

"  Let  us  trust  to  fortune,"  said  the 
Chevalier. — "  I  must  leave  you  now, 
and  shut  myself  up  for  an  hour  or  so 
in  my  tvorksliop.  Afterwards,  I  shall 
go  and  convert  the  cheque  into  sub- 
stantial cash." 

Duvall  left  the  room,  and  ascended 
to  the  highest  story  in  the  building. 
Here  he  entered  a  small  apartment, 
which  contained  many  curious  and  re- 
markable things.  A  small  printing 
press  stood  in  one  corner;  in  another 
was  a  oile  of  paper,  and   other   niate« 
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rials  ;  tools  of  almost  every  description  ' 
lay  scattered  about,  among  which 
were  the  necessary  implements  lor  i 
robbery  and  burglary.  An  experienced  ; 
police  officer  would  have  instantly  | 
pronounced  the  place  a  secret  den  for  ! 
the  printing  of  counterfeit  bank-notes  j 
— and  so  it  was.  The  gallant  Cheva-i 
fier  was  the  most  expert  and  danger-: 
ous  counterfeiter  in  the  country.  | 

Seating  himself  at  a  trunk,  on 
which  stood  writing  materials,  he  drew 
forth  the  cheque  which  Mr.  Tickels 
had  given  him.  Having  examined  it 
long  and  narrowly,  he  took  a  pen  and 
pnper,  and  wrote  an  exact  copy  of  it; 
this  he  did  so  admirably,  that  Mr. 
Tickels  himself  would  have  been  puz- 
zled to  point  out  the  original  and  gen- 
uine cheque  which  he  had  written. 

"This  will  do,"  said  the  Chevalier, 
communing  with  himself — "  to-day  I 
will  draw  five  thousand  dollars;  and 
within  a  week  I  will  send  and  draw 
five  thousand  more;  and  it  shall  be 
done  so  adroitly,  that  1  will  never  be 
suspected.  Hurrah  !  Chevalier  Du- 
vall,  thy  star  is  on  the  ascendant !" 

That  afternoon  the  gentleman  pre- 
sented the  cheque  at  the  bank;  it  was 
promptly  paid,  and  he  returned  to  the 
Duchess,  with  whom  he  celebrated  the 
brilliant  success  of  the  operation,  by 
a  magnificent  supper. 


Chapter  VI. 

TiH!  Stolpn  Package.— The  Midnight  Out- 
rage — The  Marriage,  and  Awful  Dis- 
covery, 

A  very  merry  party  were  assembled 
ill  the  elegant  parlor  of  Mr.  Gold- 
worthy's  superb  mansion  in  Howard 
street,  about  two  weeks  after  the 
events  described  in  the  last  chapter. 
There  was  Fanny  Aubrey  herself, 
looking  prettier  than  ever,  with  her 
splendid  hair  tastefully  braided,  her 
graceful,  petite  form  set  off  to  advan- 
nge    by   an   elegant   dress,  and    her 


lovely  countenance  radiant  with  the 
hues  of  health  and  happiness.  Then 
there  was  her  friend  and  benefactress, 
Miss  Alice,  looking  very  beautiful, 
her  face  constantly  changino-  from 
smiles  to  blushes — for  the  next  day- 
was  to  witness  her  marriage  with  the 
Chevalier  Duvall.  At  her  side  was 
seated  her  lover  and  affianced  hus- 
band, his  dark,  handsome  features 
lighted  up  with  an  expression  of  proud 
triumph,  almost  amounting  to  scorn 
Then  there  was  Corporal  Grimsby, 
very  shabby,  very  sarcastic,  and  very 
droll  ;  near  him  sat  the  Honorable 
Tin  othy  Tickels,  wearing  upon  his 
sensual  countenance  a  look  of  uneasi- 
ness, and  occasionally  betraying  a 
degree  of  nervous  agitation  that  indi- 
cated a  mind  ill  at  ease.  At  intervals 
he  would  glance  suspiciously  and 
stealthily  at  the  Chevalier — for  that 
was  their  first  meeting  since  his  scan- 
dalous adventure  with  the  Duchess, 
and  he  was  not  without  a  fear  that  he 
might  be  exposed,  in  the  presence  of 
that  very  respectable  conjpany,  in 
which  case  his  reputation  would  be 
forever  ruined;  but  his  fears  were 
groundless — the  Chevalier  had  not  the 
remotest  idea  of  exposing  him,  having 
his  own  reasons  for  keeping  the  afiTair 
profoundly  secret ;  an*d  he  saluted  and 
conversed  \<'ith  Mr.  Tickels  with  as 
much  composure  and  politeness  as 
though  nothing  had  ever  happened  to 
disturb  the  harmony  of  their  friend- 
ship. Mr.  Goldworthy  himself  was 
present,  and  also  a  nephew  of  his — a 
tiai)d.<ome  youth  of  nineteen,  named 
Clarence  Argyle ;  he  was  studying 
the  profession  of  medicine  at  a  South- 
ern University,  and  was  on  a  visit  at 
hid  uncle's  house.  It  was  evident,  by 
the  assiduity  of  his  attentions  to  Fan- 
ny Aubrey,  that  the  mental  and  per- 
sonal charms  of  the  fair  maid  were 
not  without  their  effect  upon  him ; 
and  it  was  equally  evident,  by  the 
pleased  smile  with  which  she  listened 
to  his  entertaining  conversation — ad- 
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dressed  to  her  ear  alone — that  the 
agreeable  young  stranger  had  im- 
pressed her  mind  by  no  means  un- 
favorably. Fanny's  brother,  Charles, 
completed  the  party. 

It  will  be  necessary  to  explain  here, 
that  the  old  Corporal  had  never  ex- 
posed the  rascally  conduct  of  Mr. 
Tickels  towards  Fanny,  in  conse- 
quence of  the  young  lady's  having 
earnestly  entreated  him  not  to  do  so. 
He  had  never  before  mei  the  old  lib- 
ertine at  the  house  of  Mr.  Goldwor- 
thy  ;  and  (until  informed  of  the  fact 
by  Fanny,)  was  ignorant  that  he 
(Tickels)  was  in  the  habit  of  visiting 
there,  as  a  friend  of  the  family.  He 
treated  him  with  coldness  and  re- 
serve; but  otherwise  gave  no  indica- 
tion of  the  contempt  which  he  felt  for 
the  unprincipled  old  wretch 

As  Mr.  Goldworthy  surveyed,  with 
a  smiling  aspect,  the  sociable  group 
which  surrounded  him,  little  did  he 
suspect  that  the  man  who  on  the  mor- 
row was  to  become  his  son-in-law — 
who  was  to  lead  to  the  altar  his  only 
child,  that  pure  and  gentle  girl — lit- 
tle, we  say,  did  he  suspect  that  the 
Chevalier  Duvall  was  in  reality  a 
branded  villain  of  the  blackest  dye — 
a  man  whose  soul  was  stained  by  the 
commission  of  almost  every  crime  on 
the  dark  catalogue  of  guilt.  And  as 
little  did  he  think  that  his  warm  poli- 
tical and  personal  friend,  the  Honor- 
able Timothy  Tickels — the  man  of 
ample  wealth,  of  unbounded  influ- 
ence, of  exalted  reputation — was  at 
heart  an  abandoned  and  licentious 
scoundrel,  who  had  basely  tried  to 
accomplish  the  ruin  of  a  poor  orphan 
girl,  and  was  even  at  that  very  mo- 
ment gloating  over  an  infernal  plan 
which  he  had  formed,  for  getting  her 
completely  in  his  power,  where  no 
human  aid  was  likely  to  reach  her. 

"To-morrow,  my  Alice,"  whispered 
the  Chevalier  in  the  ear  of  the  blush- 
ing object  of  his  villainous  designs — 
**  to-morrow,   thou   are   mine !     Oh, 


the  devotion  of  a  life-time  shall  atone 
to  you  for  the  sacrifice  you  make,  in 
wedding  an  unknown  stranger,  whose 
birth  and  fortunes  are  shrouded  in  a 
veil  of  mystery." 

"  Thy  birth  and  fortunes  are  noth- 
ing to  me,"  responded  Alice,  softly, 
as  a  tear  of  happiness  trembled  in  her 
eyes — "  so  long  as  thy  heari  is  faith- 
ful and  true." 

What  wonder  that  the  Chevalier's 
false  heart  grew  cold  in  his  breast,  at 
the  simple  words  of  the  confiding, 
gentle,  unsuspecting  creature  whom 
he  designed  to  ruin?  But  still  he 
hesitated  not;  "her  father's  gold  is 
the  glittering  prize  which  I  shall^ain 
by  this  marriage,"  thought  he;  and 
the  vile, sordid  thought  stimulated  him 
on,  despite  the  remonstrances  of  his 
better  nature. 

"  When  I  return  to  the  University, 
we  will  write  to  each  other  often,  will 
we  not?"  said  Clarence  Argyle  to 
Fanny,  in  a  tone  that  could  not  be 
overheard  by  the  others  of  the  party; 
and  the  fair  girl  yielded  a  blushing 
consent  to  the  proposal,  so  congenial 
to  her  own  inclination.  The  whisper 
and  the  blush  were  both  observed  by 
old  Tickels,  who  said  to  himself — 

"  Humph  !  'lis  easy  to  see  that  those 
two  unfledged  Cupids  are  already  over 
head  and  ears  in  love  with  each  other. 
Have  a  care,  Master  Argyle — thy 
pretty  mistress  may  be  lost  to  thee  to- 
morrow ;  go  back  to  thy  books  and 
thy  studies — for  she  is  not  for  thee. 
Ah,  the  devil  !  I  like  not  the  look 
which  that  impertinent  old  fellow,  who 
calls  himself  Corporal  Grimsby,  fast- 
ens upon  me — it  seems  as  if  he  read 
the  secret  thoughts  of  my  soul  I  He 
has  once  already  snatched  from  my 
grasp  my  destined  prey  ;  let  him  be- 
ware how  he  interferes  a  second  time, 
for  Jew  Mike  is  in  my  employ,  and 
his  knife  is  sharp  and  his  aim  sure  !" 

"  That  d — d  scoundrel,  Tickels, 
meditates  mischief,  1  am  convinced," 
thought  the  Corporal,  whose  keen  and 
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penetrating  gaze  had  been  for  some 
time  rivetted  upon  the  old  libertine — 
"  and  I  feel  convinced  that  my  pretty 
\  Fanny  is  the  object  of  his  secret 
machinations.  Beware,  old  Judas 
Iscariot  ! — you'll  not  get  off  so  easy 
the  next  time  I  catch  you  at  your 
tricks." 

"  And  so,  my  dear  Mr.  Tickels, 
you  are  again  a  candidate  for  Con- 
gress," remarked  Mr.  Goldvvorlhy, 
during  a  pause  in  the  conversation. 

"  I  again  have  that  distinguished 
honor,"  was  the  pompous  reply.  "  My 
party  stands  in  great  need  of  my  ser- 
vices and  influence  in  the  House  at 
the  present  crisis." 

"  No  doubt,"  dryly  observed  the 
Corporal — "  I  would  suggest  th  it  your 
iirst  public  act  be  the  introduction  of 
a  bill  for  the  punishment  of  seduction, 
and  the  protection  of  poor  orphan 
girls." 

Mr.  Tickels  writhed  beneath  the 
sarcasm,  and  turned  deadly  pale,  al- 
tiiough  he  and  his  tormentor  were  the 
only  persons  present  who  compre- 
hended the  secret  meaning  of  the 
words — for  Fanny  was  too  much  en- 
grossed in  conversation  with  Argyle, 
to  heed  the  remark. 

"  And,  my  good  sir,"  rejoined  the 
Chevalier,  who  was  resolved  to  im- 
prove so  good  an  opportunity  to 
wound  the  old  reprobate  to  the  quick, 
(although  he  was  ignorant  of  the  ap- 
plication of  the  Corporal's  words,) — 
"do  not,  I  beseech  you,  neglect  to 
insert  a  clause  in  your  bill,  providing 
also  for  the  punishment  of  those  re- 
ipectable  old  wretches  who  bring  ruin 
and  disgrace  upon  families,  by  the  se- 
duction of  wives — of  daughters — or 
of  sisters!  I  confess  myself  interested 
in  the  passage  of  such  an  act,  in  con- 
sequence of  a  wealthy  old  scoundrel 
having  once  dared  to  insult  grievously 
a  near  female  relative  of  mine.     The 

name  of  this  old  wretch " 

Tickels  cast  an  imploring  look  at 
the  Chevalier,  and    the    latter  was  si- 


lent— but  upon  his  lips  remained  an 
expresion  of  withering  scorn;  for  vil- 
lain as  he  himself  was,  he  detested 
the  other  for  his  consummate  hypoc- 
risy. The  vicious  frequently  hate 
others  for  possessing  the  same  evil 
qualities  that  characterise  themselves. 
The  character  of  the  Chevalier  was 
doubtless  hypocritical  in  its  nature ; 
but  his  hypocrisy  was,  in  our  opinion, 
far  less  contemptible  than  that  of 
Tickels;  the  former  was  a  hypocrite 
for  pecuniary  gain  ;  the  latter,  for  the 
gratification  of  the  basest  and  most 
grovelling  propensities  that  can  dis- 
grace humanity. 

"Gentlemen, — gentlemen!"  cried 
Mr.  Goldworthy,  amazed  at  the  turn 
which  the  conversation  had  taken,  and 
coniprehending  neither  of  the  allu- 
sions— "  1  beg  you  to  remember  that 
there  are  ladies  present." 

"  Blood  and  bayonets  !"  exclaimed 
the  Corporal — "  you  are  right;  1  for- 
got the  ladies,  my  worthy  host,  and 
crave  your  pardon  and  theirs,  for  my 
indiscreet  (though  I  must  say,  devilish 
appropriate)  remarks!" 

The  Chevalier  also  apologized, 
though  with  less  circumlocution  than 
the  worthy  Corporal  ;  and  nothing 
further  occurred  to  disturb  either  the 
harmony  of  the  company,  or  the 
equanimity  of  Mr.  Tickels,  until  Mr. 
Goldworthy,  with  a  countenance  full 
of  astonishment  and  alarm,  announced 
to  his  guests  that  he  had,  during  the 
evening,  lost  from  his  pocket  a  pack- 
age of  bank-notes  and  valuable  papers, 
amounting  to  some  thousands  of  dol- 
lars, which  he  had  procured  for  in- 
vestment the  following  day  in  an  ex- 
tensive mercantile  speculation — for 
although  retired  from  active  business, 
he  still  frequently  ventured  large  sums 
in  operations  which  were  generally 
successful. 

For  half  an  hour  previous  to  mak- 
ing this  fearful  discovery,  he  had  been 
in  private  and  earnest  conversation 
with  the   Chevalier,  concerning  some 
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arrangements  relative  to  the  approach- 
ing marriage. 

"It  is  indeed  astonishing — what 
can  have  become  of  it?"  cried  the 
old  gentleman,  searching  every  pock- 
et in  vain  for  the  missing  package. 
"  I  am  certain  that  'twas  safely  in  my 
possession  scarce  one  hour  ago,"  con- 
tinued he;  and  summoning  a  couple 
of  servants,  he  commanded  a  diliigent 
search  to  be  made  in  every  part  of  the 
room — but  still  in  vain;  no  package 
was  to  be  found. 

Everybody  ])regent,  with  but  one 
exception,  expressed  liieir  concern 
and  astonishment;  that  exception  was 
Fanny  Aubrey  ;  she  was  much  agi- 
tated, and  pale  as  death. 

It  was  suggested  by  the  Chevalier 
and  several  others,  that  he  must  have 
dropped  the  package  in  the  street,  as 
it  could  not  be  found  in  the  house. 
In  reply  to  this,  Mr.  Goldworthy 
said — 

"  No,  no,  my  friend — I  will  swear 
that  I  lost  it  in  this  very  room,  within 
an  hour.  Plague  on  it!  what  partic- 
ularly vexes  me,  is,  that  it  comprised 
all  my  present  available  capital — and 
to  have  it  disappear  in  such  a  d — d 
unaccountable,  mysterious  manner  ! 
Why,  curse  it,"  cried  the  old  gentle- 
man, getting  more  and  more  angry — 
*'if  I  didn't  know  the  thing  to  be  im- 
possible,  I  should  suspect  that  there 
was  an  accomplished  pickpocket  in 
the  room  !" 

**  So  should  I,"  dryly   observed  the 
Corporal  ;  and  so  said  the    Hon,    Mr. 
Tickels,  also. 
0      The  Chevalier  arose,  and  said,  with 
calm  dignity — 

"  Gentlemen,  I  conceive  that  an  in- 
sinuation has  been  made,  derogatory 
to  our  honor.  Mr.  Goldworthy,  your 
words  indirectly  imply  a  sus[)icion; 
I  must  request  you,  sir,  to  explain 
your  words,  and  to  state  distinctly 
whether  or  no  you  suppose  that  any 
person  present  has   robbed   you.      I 


also  suggest  that  all  here  be  carefully 
searched," 

"Good  heavens,  my  dear  Cheva- 
lier !"  cried  Mr.  Goldworthy,  much 
excited — "can  you  think  for  a  mo- 
ment that  I  suspect  yctu  or  these  geii- 
tiemen,  of  an  act  so  base  and  con- 
temptible ?  Pardon  my  hasty  words  ; 
vexation  at  my  great  loss  (a  serious 
one,  I  assure  you,)  for  a  moment  over- 
came my  temper.  Let  the  package 
go  to  the  devil,  sooner  than  its  loss 
should  occasion  the  least  uneasiness 
to  any  of  us.  Come,  niy  dear  friends, 
let's  say  no  more  about  it," 

Harmony  was  once  more  restored; 
but  still  Fanny  Aubrey  looked  so  pale 
and  agitated,  that  Miss  Alice,  crossing 
over  to  where  she  sat,  anxiously  in- 
quired if  she  were  unwell  ?  The  poor 
girl  essayed  to  reply,  but  could  not; 
it  was  evident  to  her  friend,  that  sha 
was  struggling  with  feelings  of  th« 
most  painful  nature.  She  pressed 
Alice's  hand,  burst  into  tears,  and  ab- 
ruptly left  the  room 

"  The  poor  girl  is  either  very  un- 
well, or  very  much  troubled  about 
something,"  whispered  Alice  to  her 
cousin  Clarence — "I  will  go  and 
comfort  her  ;"  and  having  made  her 
excuses  to  the  company,  she  left  the 
room,  and  followed  Fanny  to  her 
chamber. 

Her  departure  was  the  signal  for 
the  guests  to  take  their  leave  of  their 
worthy  host,  Mr.  Goldworthy  warn> 
ly  pressed  the  Chevalier's  hand  at 
parting,  and  said  to  him — 

"  To-morrow,  my  dear  sir,  yon  will  be 
my  son-in-law.  Be  kind  to  my  Alice  , 
she  is  a  good  girl,  and  worthy  of  you, 
God  bless  you  both  !  I  did  intend  to 
advance  you  a  sum  of  money,  suffi- 
cient to  enable  you  to  begin  housekeep- 
ing in  handsome  style  ;  but  the  loss 
of  that  large  sum  of  money  to-night 
will,  I  fear,  place  it  out  of  my  power 
to  assist  you  much,  at  present.  How- 
ever, I  shall  endeavor  to  raise  a  re- 
spectable sum  for  you,  in   the  course 
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of  a  few  days.  Meantime,  yon  and 
Alice  must  be  my  gaests;  and  I  am 
fiot  sure  but  that  I  shall  insist  upon  your 
continually  residinjf  beneath  my  roof 
— for  I  am  a  lonely  old  man,  and  so 
accustomed  to  the  kind  attentions  and 
sweet  society  of  my  only  daugliter, 
that  to  part  with  her  would  deprive 
nie  of  half  my  earthly  joys.  Fare- 
well— may  you  and  her  be  happy  to- 
gether !" 

Tears  stood  in  the  eyes  of  the  good 
6\d  man,  as  he  uttered  these  words  ; 
and  again  the  conscience  of  the  Chev- 
alier upbraided  him  for  his  contem- 
ji)lated  villainy — but  still  he  paused 
not  nor  faltered  in  carrying  out  his 
diabolical  schemes. 

Meanv/hile,  the  following  scene  oc- 
curred in  Fanny's  chamber,  to  which 
Alice  had  repaired  for  the  purpose  of 
ascertainiug  the  cause  of  the  young 
girl's  agitation  and  tears. 

"  What  is  the  matter,  my  dear  sis- 
ter ? — for  such  I  will  call  you,"  said 
Alice,  clasping  her  arms  around  the 
weeping  girl,  who  had  thrown  herself 
upon  the  bed  without  undressing. 

"Oh,  my  friend,  my  benefactress!" 
cried  Fanny — "  how  can  I  help  feel- 
ing so  distressed,  when  I  know  that 
your  happiness  is  about  to  be  destroy- 
ed forever?" 

"  My  happiness  destroyed!"  cried 
Alice,  surprised  and  alarmed — "  what 
mean  you  !  Do  you  allude  to  my 
marriage  to-morrow  with  the  Cheva- 
lier Duvall  ?  Yes,  I  see  you  do.  Silly 
girl,  that  marriage  will  render  me  the 
happiest  of  women;  what  reason  have 
you  for  supposing  otherwise?  The 
Chevalier  loves  me,  and  I  sincerely 
reciprocate  his  affection  ;  so  dry  your 
tears,  fi>r  you  know  you  are  to  be 
bridesmaid,  and  smiles  better  become 
you  than  tears." 

These  words  were  spoken  in  the 
kindest  and  gentlest  tone ;  but  Fanny 
exclaimed — 

"  Miss  Alice,  you  are  cruelly  de- 
ceived in  that  man." 


"  Deceived  !"  cried  the  young  lady 
— "  what  mystery  is  hidden  in  your 
v^ords?  Oh,  if  yon  love  me,  Fanny — 
and  you  have  often  told  me  that  you 
did — instantly  explain  the  meaning  of 
your  dreadful  declaration." 

"  Listen  to  me,  Miss  Alice,"  said 
Fanny,  with  a  calmness  that  strangely 
contrasted  with  her  previous  agitatiort 
— "  and  I  will  tell  you  plainly  what  I 
have  seen,  and  what  I  think.  To  you 
I  owe  everything:  the  comforts  of  a 
home,  the  kindness  of  a  friend,  and 
the  benefits  of  a  superior  education, 
now  enjoyed  by  ray  brother  and  my- 
self— two  poor  orphans,  who,  but  for 
your  benevolence,  would  be  depend- 
ent upon  the  world's  cold  charity. 
My  gratitude  I  can  never  express ; 
my  heart  alone  can  feel  it — but  oh ! 
believe  me,  T  would  gladly  lay  down 
my  life  to  promote  your  happiness. 
How,  then,  can  I  see  future  years  of 
misery  awaiting  you,  without  tears  of 
anguish — without  feeling  an  intense 
anxiety  to  preserve  you  from  a  fate 
ten  times  worse  than  death  ? 

"  Do  not  interrupt  me,  I  pray  you,'" 
continued  Fanny,  seeing  that  Alice 
was  about  to  speak — "  To-uiorrnw 
you  are  engaged  to  be  married  to  tlic 
man  calling  him.-elf  the  Chevalier 
Duvall.  When  I  first  saw  him,  I  was 
struck  with  his  beauty  and  accom- 
plishments— his  brilliant  v.  it.  and 
graceful  manners;  and  when,  in  sis- 
terly confidence,  you  inlbrmcd  me 
that  he  was  your  affianced  husband, 
you  know  how  warmly  I  congratulated 
you  on  having  won  the  affections  of  a 
man  who,  as  1  then  believed,  was  in 
every  way  calculated  to  make  you  ^ 
happy. 

"  Alice,  I  tell  you  that  man  is  a 
villain  !"  cried  Fanny,  with  startling 
emphasis — "  I  saw  him  pick  your 
father's  pocket  of  the  money  that  waa 
lost ;  yes,  I  alone  saw  him  do  it ;  thai 
was  the  cause  of  my  agitation  and 
tears.  Do  not  marry  liim,  for  he  is  a 
robber  and  a  scoundrel !" 
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■'  Sny  no  more,  Miss  Aubrey,"  said 
Alice,  rising  with  an  nir  of  cold  dig- 
nity, which  plainly  indicated  her  en- 
lire  disbelief  of  the  statement  she  had 
jnst  heard — "  say  no  more  ;  you  have 
mistaken  your  positii)n,  when  you 
seek  to  prejudice  me  against  a  gen- 
tleman whom  I  am  so  soon  to  call  my 
husband.  Nay,  not  a  word  more — I 
will  not  listen  to  you.  The  Cheva- 
lier Duvall  is  the  very  soul  of  honor; 
and  to  accuse  him — how  can  I  say  it? 
— of  the  crime  of  theft,  is  so  prepos- 
terous, that  it  would  be  ludicrous  un- 
der any  other  circumstances.  Fanny, 
I  can  scarcely  believe  that  you  nave 
been  actuated  by  jealousy  m  telling 
this  dreadful  story;  1  will  try  to  tnmk 
that  your  eyes  deceived  you,  and  that 
you  really  thought  that  you  saw  the 
Chevalier  do  as  you.  have  said.  But 
oh !  how  mistaken  you  are,  unhappy 
girl !  when  you  impute  such  a  crime 
to  one  of  the  noblest  and  best  of 
tnen." 

"  But,  Miss  Alice,"  cried  Fanny,' 
almost  angrily — for  she  was  certain 
of  the  truth  of  her  statement — "  I 
tell  you  that  I  am  not  mistaken ;  I 
saw " 

"  Silence,  I  entreat — I  command 
you!"  cried  the  young  lady,  now 
thoroughly  indignant  at  the  disgrace- 
ful accusation  which  had  been  brought 
against  her  lover — "  speak  not  anoth- 
er word  to  me  on  this  odious  subject, 
or  you  forfeit  my  friendship  forever. 
Good  night;  learn  in  future  to  be 
more  discreet." 

So  saying,  Alice  left  the  unhappy 
young  girl  to  her  bitter  tears.  Soon 
*  wearied  nature  asserted  her  rights,  and 
she  sobbed  herself  to  sleep.  But  her 
slumbers  were  disturbed  by  hideous 
dreams  :  in  fancy  she  again  saw  the 
magnificent  Chevalier  dexterously 
abstract  the  package  of  money  from 
Mr.  Goldworthy's  pocket — then  she 
thought  that  the  brilliant  stranger 
stood  over  her,  and  surveyed  her  with 
an  expression  of  fearful  menace.    The 


scene  again  changed;  she  was  alone, 
in  a  vast  and  splendid  !i])artment,  re- 
clining upon  a  sumptuous  couch;  de- 
licious music,  from  invisible  minstrels, 
soothed  her  soul  into  a  sort  of  dreamy 
and  voluptuous  trance  ;  an  unearthly 
happiness  filled  her  heart — her  senses 
were  intoxicated  with  delight.  Sud- 
denly, in  the  dim  distance,  she  saw  a 
Hideous  Object,  and  the  blood  went 
tingling  through  her  veins  with  terror; 
it  had  the  fortn  of  a  gigantic  reptile; 
slowly  it  crawled  towards  the  couch 
on  which  she  lay;  dim  grew  the  light 
from  the  sparkling  chandeliers — heavy 
grew  the  air  with  noxious  odors  ;  the 
Hideous  Object  crouched  beneath  the 
bed  ;  she  heard  its  deep  breathing — 
its  heavy  sighs;  then  it  reared  its 
awful  form  above  her,  and  then  ap- 
proached its  ghastly  head  to  hers;  she 
felt  its  foul  breath  upon  her  cheek — 
its  green,  dragon-like  eyes  penetrated 
her  soul,  and  made  her  brain  dizzy — 
it  fanned  her  by  the  flapping  of  its 
mighty  wings.  It  breathed  into  her 
ear  vile  whispers,  tempting  her  to 
crime.  It  placed  its  huge  vulture's 
claw  upon  her  heart,  as  if  to  tear  it 
from  her  breast.     She  awoke. 

Gracious  heavens  !  there — there — 
at  her  bedside,  stood  a  human  form, 
its  countenance  dark  and  threatening 
— the  savage  features  almost  totally 
concealed  by  masses  of  black  and 
shaggy  hair.  A  rough,  hard  hand 
rested  upon  her  breast,  and  a  pair  of^ 
fierce,  cruel  eyes  struck  terror  to  her 
soul. 

She  uttered  one  piercing  scream, 
and  fainted.  The  report  of  a  pistol 
was  heard  ;  then  hasty  footsteps  de- 
scended the  stair-case ;  the  hall  was 
rapidly  traversed — the  street  door  was 
opened  and  shut  with  a  loud  noise — 
and  all  was  still. 

In  a  few  minutes  the  affrightened 
inmates  of  the  mansion,  half  dressed, 
were  hastening  to  the  scene  of  the 
late  tumult ;  Mr.  Goldworthy  and  his 
daughter    Alice  were    among    them. 
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What  was  the  astonishment  and  dis- 
may of  the  startled  group,  on  discov- 
ering that  Fanny  Aubrey  was  nowhere 
to  be  found,  while  at  her  charnber 
door,  wounded  and  bleeding,  lay  the 
insensible  form  of  Clarence  Argyle  ! 

They  raised  the  young  gentleman, 
and  placed  him  upon  the  bed  ;  a  phy- 
sician, who  fortunately  resided  next 
door,  and  was  almost  instantly  upon 
the  spot,  pronounced  the  wound  se- 
vere, but  not  dangerous.  He  had 
been  shot  in  the  breast ;  the  ball  was 
with  some  difficulty  extracted,  and 
the  patient  rendered  as  comfortable  as 
possible. 

But  where  was  the  clue  to  all  this 
fearful  mystery  ?  What  had  become 
of  Fanny  Aubrey?  Who  had  dared 
to  enter  that  house  at  midnight,  and 
after  nearly  murdering  one  of  the  in- 
mates, carry  off  a  young  lady!  What 
was  the  object  of  the  perpetrator  of 
the  outrage  ?  These  were  the  ques- 
tions uttered  by  everybody  present  ; 
but  no  one  could  answer  them. 

Both  Mr.  Goldworthy  and  Alice 
watched  over  the  sufferer  during  that 
Bight.  Towards  morning,  he  revived 
sufficiently  to  tell  them  all  he  knew  of 
the  dreadful  occurrence  which  had 
taken  place.  His  chamber  adjoined 
(hat  of  Fanny;  he  had  been  aroused 
from  his  slumbers  by  her  piercing 
scream  ;  instantly  leaping  from  his 
bed,  he  rushed  into  the  young  lady's 
apartmant,  and  saw  a  tall,  black-vis- 
aged  ruffian  standing  over  her  appa- 
rently insensible  form,  in  the  act  of 
dragging  her  from  the  couch.  The 
villain  turned  suddenly,  drew  a  pistol 
upon  the  young  gentlemen,  and  fired. 
Clarence  fell,  severely  wounded,  and 
remained  unconscious  of  everything, 
until  he  found  himself  stretched  upon 
a  bed  of  pain,  with  his  uncle  and 
cousin  watching  him  with  affectionate 
solicitude. 

On  learning  that  poor  Fanny  had 
disappeared — undoubtedly  carried  off 
by  the  ruffian   whom  he  had  seen  in 


her  chamber — the  grief  and  rage  of 
Clarence  knew  no  bounds.  Re^rard- 
less  of  his  wound  and  sufferings,  he 
would  have  arisen  from  his  bed  and 
gone  in  pursuit  of  the  ravisher,  had 
he  not  been  restrained  by  his  more 
considerate  relatives,  who  represented 
to  him  the  folly  and  danger  of  his  un- 
dertaking^such  a  hopeless  task,  in  his 
precarious  state  of  health.  Over- 
come by  their  united  persuasions,  as 
well  as  by  a  consciousness  of  his  own 
bodily  weakness,  he  contented  himself 
with  his  uncle's  assurance  that  every 
effort  should  immediately  be  made  to 
discover  the  whereabouts  of  poor 
Fanny,  and  restore  her  to  her  friends. 

Early  the  next  morning.  Corpora 
Grimsby,  as  being  the  friend  and 
guardian  of  the  missing  girl,  was  ap- 
prised of  the  fact  of  her  abduction. 
It  is  needless  for  us  to  repeat  all  the 
singular  oaths  with  which  the  eccen- 
tric, good  old  man  expressed  his  hon- 
est indignation,  when  he  received  the 
alarming  intelligence;  suffice  it  to  say, 
he  swore  by  the  nose  of  Napoleon, 
and  by  his  own  whiskers,  (an  oath 
which  he  used  only  on  very  solemn 
occasions,)  never  to  rest  until  he  had 
discovered  Fanny,  his  darling  protege,  ^ 
and  severely  punished  her  rascally 
kidnapper. 

A  dark  suspicion  crossed  his  mind 
that  the  villain  Tickels  was  at  the 
bottom  of  the  business  ;  acting  upon 
the  first  impulse  of  the  moment,  he 
instantly  proceeded  to  the  residence 
of  the  old  libertine,  forced  his  way 
into  his  presence,  and  boldly  accused 
him  of  the  deed,  Mr.  Tickels  was 
perfectly  on  his  guard,  for  he  had  ex- 
pected such  a  visit ;  with  cool  polite- 
ness he  assured  the  Qorporal  that  un- 
til that  moment  he  knew  nothing  of 
the  matter ;  he  was  sorry  that  his 
friend  should  suspect  him  of  any  par- 
ticipation in  such  a  piece  of  rascality; 
he  had  long  since  cleansed  and  puri- 
fied himself  of  the  wicked  and  silly 
passion  which  he  at  one  time   felt  for 
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Miss  Aubrey  ;  lio  sincerely  hopeil  thai 
nothinir  unpleasant  would  befall  her ; 
he'd  do  nil  in  his  [tower  to  seek  her 
out ;  and  concludiid  bjr  coolly  invit- 
ing the  Corporal  to  breakfast  with 
hi  in. 

"  Breakfast  with  the  devil!"  cried 
t'he  ol<l  man,  indignantly — "  sooner 
wouM  I  sit  down  to  table  in  social 
contpanionship  with — with  Jeio  Mike 
iiiinself!"  and  as  he  uttered  these 
words,  he  gazed  keenly  into  the  oth- 
er's conntennnce,  Tickels  started, 
and  turned  deadly  pale  ;  the  Corpo- 
ral, with  a  sarcastic  smile,  bowed 
with  mock  politeness,  and  withdrew. 

"  Swords  and  carving-knives !  1 
thought  so,"  he  muttered,  after  he  had 
left  the  house — "  a  masterly  stroke, 
that;  a  masterly  stroke!  This  villain 
.lew  Mike  is  the  cker  amie  of  Sow 
Nance,  as  she  is  called ;  and  Nance 
is  in  the  confidence  of  Tickels;  what 
wonder  that  the  diity  slut  recommend- 
ed her  pal  and  paramour  to  the  old 
libertine,  as  a  fit  agent  to  abduct  my 
poor  Fanny — and  what  wonder  that 
he  was  employed  to  accomplish  that 
object  ?  But  first,  I'll  baste*  to  Mr. 
(j  old  worthy's  house,  and  question  the 
young  man  who  was  wounded  ;  if  his 
description  of  the  villain  corresponds 
with  the  appearance  of  Jew  Mike, 
then  there  can  be  no  further  doubt  on 
the  subject,  and  I  shall  know  what 
course  to  pursue.  E^ad  !  how  old 
Tickels  changed  color  when  I  men- 
tioned Jew  Mike!  His  confusion 
alone  indicated  his  guilt.  'Sdealh ! 
I  have  no  time  to  lose  ;  may  heaven 
preserve  and  guard  that  poor,  perse- 
cuted orphaii  girl !" 

On  reaching'  Mr.  Goldworthy's 
house,  he  requested  to  be  conducted 
immediately  to  Clarence's  chamber. 
In  answer  to  his  inquiries,  the  young 
man  stated  that  the  villain  who  had 
wounded  him  was  a  tall,  powerful 
built  person,  his  face  almost  entirely 
conceajed   by   a   profusion   of  black 


hair.     The  Corporal  rubbed  his  handa 
with  glee. 

"  Jew  Mike,  by  the  bones  of  the 
great  Mogul  !"  he  exclaimed — "  and 
now  that  I  am  on  the  right  scent,  I 
shall  soon  ferret  out  the  ravenous 
wolves  that  have  carried  my  poor 
laml)  to  their  infernal  den.  Ah,  Corpo- 
ral Grimsby,  thou  art  a  cunning  dog!" 
So  saying,  he  departed  on  his  benevo- 
lent errand  of  endeavoring  to  rescue 
Fanny  Aubrey  from  the  power  of  her 

enemies. 

*  *  #  # 

That  evening,  from  every  window 
of  Mr.  Goldworthy's  princely  mansion 
in  Howard  street,  shone  brilliant 
lights.  It  was  the  eve  appointed  for 
the  marriage  of  Alice  and  the  Cheva- 
lier Duvall. 

In  consequence  of  the  melancholy 
and  startling  events  which  took  place 
in  the  house  on  the  preceeding  uighl 
— the  severe  wounding  of  Clarence, 
and  the  abduction  of  Fanny — it  had 
been  suggested  by  both  Alice  and  her 
father,  that  it  would  be  proper  to  de- 
fer the  performance  of  the  ceremony 
for  a  short  time,  or  until  the  fate  ol 
the  missing  girl  could  be  ascertained; 
the  Chevalier,  however,  strongly  op- 
posed this  proposition,  and,  assuming 
the  authority  of  an  accepted  suitor, 
delicately  but  firmly  insisted  that  the 
marriage  should  take  place  that  eve- 
ning, as  had  been  pre  Piously  arranged  ) 
"for,"  said  he,  "tc  defer  the  con- 
summation of  our  happmess  will  not 
assist  in  the  recover/ of  Miss  Aubrey. 
When  I  become  your  husband,  my 
Alice,  I  can  with  far  more  propriety 
aid  in  seeking  the  lost  one  ,  lor  were 
we  to  remain  unmarried,  my  interest 
in  the  poor  young  ady  might  be  im- 
puted to  improper  cr  even  dishonor  • 
able  motives." 

This  reasoning  had  the  desired 
effect ;  it  was  deci  ied  ih&i  the  mar- 
riage ceremony  should  ooi  be  post- 
poned. 

Alice  had  not  coiuuiunicaied  to  ibe 
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Chevalier  the  story  which  Fnniiy  had 
to!d  her,  conceriung  the  afi'iiir  of  the 
(Osi  package  of  money — for  as  she  ut- 
lecly  dislu-lieved  tlie  tale,  (iiiipuliiig  it 
to  the  effects  of  an  excited  iniagina- 
lion,)  she  had  no  desire  to  wound  the 
feelings  of  her  h)ver  by  acquainting 
him  with  the  absurd  cliarge  (as  she 
thought)  which  had  been  brought 
against  liim.  How  blind  is  love  to  tlie 
imperfections,  liie  faults,  and  even  the 
crimes  of  the  object  of  its  adoration  ! 
We  believe  it  isShakspeare  who  says: 

"  Love  looks  not.  willi  ihe  eye,  but  with  thn  mind, 
Anil  therL'foro  is  win^'M  Uiipiil  painted  blind." 

The  folding-doors  which  separated 
the  two  spacious  parlors  in  Mr.  Gold- 
worthy's  house,  were  thrown  open, 
forming  a  vast  liall,  brilliantly  illumi- 
nated by  superb  chandeliers,  and  dec- 
orated with  every  appliance  of  modern 
elegance  and  taste.  About  a  dozen 
relatives  and  friends  of  the  family  had 
assembled  to  witness  the  ceremony  ; 
among  them  were  several  of  the 
wealthiest  members  of  the  Boston  ar- 
istocracy. There  was  the  gray  head- 
ed millionaire,  who  has  made  his 
name  famous  by  the  magnificence  of 
liis  donations  to  public  institutions 
which  are  already  wealthy  enough ; 
but  then  such  liberal  gifis  are  herald- 
ed in  the  newspapers,  and  his  name  is 
blazoned  forth  as  the  great  philanlhro- 
•pist ;  and — it  really  is  so  troublesome 
to  give  to  the  sufifuring  poor ;  besides, 
the  world  seldom  hears' of  deeds  of 
unostentatious  charity.  Now,  we  are 
one  of  those  plain  people  who  like  to 
look  at  things  in  the  light  of  common 
reason,  without  regard  to  high-sound- 
ing titles,  or  lofty  associations;  and  it 
is  our  unpretending  opinion  that  the 
God  of  charity  and  mercy  looks  down 
with  much  greater  approbation  upon 
the  act  of  feeding  a  starving  family, 
or  comfortably  clotliing  a  few  of  Mis 
naked  little  ones,  than  upon  the  be- 
stowal of  tweflty  or  thirty  thousand 
dollars  on  this  or  that  University,  for 
the  purpose    of  endowing  a  Professor 


of  numbugonomy,  that  he  may  initiate 
a  class  of  learned  blocklicada  into  the 
mysteries  of  star-gazing,  patient-kil- 
ling, legal  fleecing,  or  cheating  the 
devil  by  turning  parson. 

Besides  the  gray-headed  millionaire, 
to  whom  we  have  thus  particularly  al- 
luded, there  was  the  young  lady  who 
boasts  of  being  heiress  to  hundreds  of 
thousands  of  dollars;  consequently, 
of  course,  she  is  unanimously  voted  to 
be  "charming — divine— })erfection  !" 
Her  beauty  is  pronounced  angelic; 
her  accomplishments  are  the  theme  of 
universal  admiration.  "Oh,  she  is 
an  unsurpassable  creature!"  exclaim 
the  whole  tribe  of  contemptible,  syco- 
phantic, brainless  calves  in  broad- 
cloth, who  are  ever  ready  to  fall  down 
and  worship  the  golden  emblem  of 
themselves.  And  yet  she  is  pug-nos- 
ed, freckle-faced,  and  red-headed  ;  in- 
solent to  her  equals,  coarsely  familiar 
with  her  inferiors;  her  vulgarity  is 
without  wit,  her  affectation  is  devoid 
of  elegance  or  grace ;  ignorant  and 
stupid,  the  meanest  kitchen  wench 
would  suffer  by  a  comparison  with 
her.  In  striking  contrast  with  this 
ludicrous  specimen  of  degraded  aris- 
tocracy, there  were  several  young  la- 
dies present  who  were  really  lovely 
and  accomplished  women.  These  were 
the  personal  friends  of  Alice  ,  they 
had  come  to  witness  her  nuptials  with 
the  magnificent  Chevalier. 

Precisely  as  the  clock  struck  eight, 
Duvall  entered  the  apartment,  and 
saluted  the  company  with  that  exqui- 
site and  gentlemanly  grace  for  vviiich 
he  was  distinguished.  With  difficulty 
could  the  assembled  guests  refrain 
from  expressing  their  admiration  al- 
oud ;  for  his  appearance  was  singU" 
larly  grand  and  imposing.  In  his 
dress,  not  the  slightest  approach  io 
foppery  could  be  delected  ;  all  was 
faultless  elegance..  lu  his  dark  eyes 
and  on  his  proud  feaiures  ;in  observer 
could  read  the  lofty  triumph  which  ho 
felt;    or  was  not  'le,  an  unknovya  and 
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perhaps  penniless  adventurer,  about 
to  wo.(]  the  beautiful  and  accomplished 
daughter  of  one  of  Boston's  "  incr- 
chaut  princes  ? " 

Soon  the  clergyman  arrived,  and 
Alice  was  summoned  to  take  her  part 
in  the  solemn  ceremony  which  was 
about  to  be  performed.  She  was 
dressed  in  simple  white,  her  only  or- 
naments consisting  of  a  few  natural 
flowers  among  the  rich  clusters  of  her 
shining  hair. 

She  was  very  beautiful  ;  the  flush 
of  happiness  suffused  her  cheeks — her 
eyes  sparkled  with  ineffable  joy.  Oh, 
terrible  sacrifice  ! 

The  ceremony  proceeds  ;  the  sol- 
emn words  are  spoken.  'Tis  all  over 
—  friends  crowd  around  with  their 
congratulations — there  are  smiles,  and 
blushes,  and  tears;  but  a  deep  sense 
of  happiness  pervades  every  heart. 
Alice  is  the  wife  of  Duvall,  by  the  sa- 
cred rites  of  the  church,  in  the  sight 
of  Heaven,  and  before  men.  The 
Chevalier  presses  her  madly  to  his 
heart,  while 

"  Unto  the  ground  she  cast  her  modest  eye, 
A.nd,  ever  and  anon,  with  rosy  red, 
The  bashful  blush  her  snowy  cheeks  did  dye." 

Then  came  music,  and  the  merry 
dance — and  finally,  a  repast,  that  ri- 
valled in  luxury  the  banquet  of  an 
emperor.  In  the  midst  of  the  supper, 
in  obedience  to  the  secret  signal  of 
one  of  her  bridesmaids,  Alice  stole 
away,  and  was  conducted  by  a  charm- 
ing coterie  of  her  female  friends,  to 
Hymen's  sacred  retreat,  the  nuptial 
chamber — which  nothing  should  in- 
duce us  to  invade,  gentle  reader, 
were  it  not  necessary  to  do  so  in 
order  to  develope  a  scene  in  our  nar- 
rative, which  cannot  possibly  be 
omitted. 

It  was  an  apartment  of  but  moder- 
ate size  ;  jet  it  was  a  gem  of  luxuri- 
ous comfort.  Everything  was  in  the 
most  perfect  taste;  and  it  was  evi- 
dent, by  a  certain  refined  delicacy  in 
all    the    arrangements,    that    the    fair 


Alice  herself  had  superintended  the 
preparations.  Happy  the  man  who 
should  bestow  the  first  chaste  kiss  of 
wedded  love,  upon  the  pure  lips  of  a 
lovely  bride,  within  that  soft  bower  of 
voluptuousness  ! 

She  is  disrobed  ;  from  her  virgin 
limbs  are  removed  the  snowy  gar- 
ments; she  is  coquettishly  arrayed  in 
the  seductive  costume  of  bewitching 
night  I  She  blushes,  and  is  almost 
painfully  embarrassed  ;  for  never  be- 
fore have  her  glowing  charms  been 
contemplated  thus,  even  by  female 
eyes.  She  finds  herstflf  at  last  recli- 
ning within  the  luxurious  folds  of  the 
magnificent  nuptial  couch  ;  then  her 
kind  friends  kiss  her — bid  her  a  smi- 
ling good-night — and  leave  her  to 
await  the  coming  of  her  husband. 
For  the  first  time,  her  bosom  heaves 
tumultuously  with  emotions  which 
she  acknowledges  to  be  delightful, 
though  she  cannot  comprehend  them. 

But  where,  meanwhile,  is  the  happy 
bridegroom  ?  He  is  at  the  head  of 
the  splendid  board,  responding  to  the 
many  toasts  which  are  proposed  in  his 
honor,  and  that  of  his  lovely  and  ex- 
pectant bride.  Again  and  again  he 
fills  the  goblet,  and  quaffs  the  foam- 
ing champagne.  He  fascinates  every- 
body by  his  rare  eloquence-.— his 
inimitable  wit  ;  Mr.  Goldworthy  con- 
gratulates himself  on  his  good  fortune 
in  havina  secured  so  charming- — so 
talen'ed  a  son-in-law.  The  dark  eye$ 
of  the  Chevalier  sparkle  alm.ost  fear 
fully  ;  his  superb  countenanee  is 
flushed  with  wine  and  passion.  The 
rosy  god  of  the  grape  has  nearly  con- 
quered him  ;  he  is  more  than  half  in- 
toxicated. Losing  his  habitual  cau- 
tion, he  launches  forth  into  the  recital 
of  the  most  brilliant  and  daring  adven- 
tures in  intrigue,  fraud  and  robbery, 
he  relates  these  events  with  a  gusto 
that  would  seem  to  indicate  hts  hav- 
ing taken  a  leading  part  in  them  him- 
self. The  guests  are  startled,  and 
view  him  with  an  admiration  mixed 
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with    fear.       The    Chevalier    drinks 
deeper  and  deeper.     Wilder  and  more 
exciting  grow  his  narratives;   he  tells 
strange  tales  of  the  Italian  banditti — 
of  pirates  upon  the  Spanish  main — of 
dashinff  French  pickpockets — of  bold 
English     highwaymen — of     desperate 
American     burglars,    and     of    expert 
counterfeiters.      Mr.    Goldworthy,    at 
last,  begins  to  regard  him  with  a  feel- 
ing   akin    to  suspicion.     "  Who  can 
this  man    be,"  he   mentally  asks  him- 
self—  "that    talks    so    familiarly    of 
every  species  of   crime  and  villainy? 
Is  he  a   fitting  husband    for    my  pure 
and  gentle   daughter?     C;m   he  h.ave 
been    a    participant    in  those    lawless 
adventures    which    he    so    eloquently 
describes?     I  like  not  the  dark  frown 
upon  his  brow,  nor  the  fierce  glances 
of  his  eyes.     But  tush  !    of  what  am  I 
thinking?     I  must   not  harbor  unjust 
suspicions  against  the  husband  of  my 
child ;   he  is  merely  somewhat  excited 
by  the    generous   wine,  and    probnbly 
derived  his  knowledge  of  these   mat- 
ters  from    the  romances  of  the  day. 
'Tis    best   that   he    should    drink   no 
more  at  present:  I  will  therefore  hint 
to  him  that  it  is  high  time  for  a  loyal 
bridegroom   to  retire  to  the  arms   of 
his  expectant  bride.     He   surely  will 
not  disregard  so    temptinir  a  sugges- 
tion,  for    my  Alice    is    very  like    her 
mother,  and    egad  !    on    my  wedding 
night,  twenty  years  ago,  I  needed  no 
second  hint  to  induce  me  to  fly  eager- 
ly   to  her   arms.      Ah,    I    was    young 
then,   and    old    age    plays   sad   havoc 
with  us '." 
»      The    worthy  old    gentleman    whis- 
pered   a  few  morqents    in  the    ear  of 
the  Chevalier.     The  latter  arose  with 
a  flushed  cheek  and  a  flashing  eye, 

"Thanks  for  the  hint,  good  father- 
in-law,"  he  cried,  draining  another 
goblet  df  wine — "  I  have  paid  my 
devoirs  to  Bacchus ;  now  will  I  wor- 
ship at  the  shrine  of  Venus!" 

With  rather    an    unsteady  gait  he 
left   the   apartment,  and,    under   the 
6 


guidance  of  two  lovely,  blushing,  tit- 
tering damsels,  sought  the  nuptial 
chamber.  At  the  door  of  that  sacred 
retreat,  his  fair  guides  left  him.  He 
entered  —  and  the  black-hearted  vil- 
lain, stained  with  a  thousand  crimes, 
stood  in  the  presence  of  angel  purity. 
And  now,  fain  would  we  draw  a 
curtain  over  what  followed — but  if  we 
did  so,  our  task  would  be  incomplete. 
We  therefore  pass  over  the  delicate 
details  with  as  much-  rapidity  as  the 
nature  of  the  case  will  admit. 

The  Chevalier  advanced  to  the 
couch,  and  viewed  his  bride;  evading 
his  ardent  gaze,  she  turned  away,  her 
maiden  cheek  glowing  with  blushes. 
Upon  the  snowy  pillow,  in  rich  mass- 
es, lay  her  luxuriant  hair;  her  mod- 
estly veiled  bosom,  whose  voluptuous- 
ness of  outline  no  drapery  could 
entirely  conceal,  heaved  tumultuously 
with  gushing  joy,  and  holy  happiness, 
and  pure  passion,  and  maidenly  fear. 
Her  small,  exquisite  hand,  on  whose 
taper  fore-fingel-  glittered  a  magnifi- 
cent diamond  ring,  (her  husband^s 
gift,)  rested  upon  the  gorgeous  coun- 
terpane, like  a  snow-flake  upon  a 
cluster  of  roses. 

Still  the  Chevalier  profanes  not  that 
pure  form  with  his  unhallowed  touch; 
perchance  some  unseen  power,  the 
guardian  of  spotless  innocence,  re- 
strains him.  Placing  himself  before 
the  splendid  mirror,  he  begins  to  re- 
move his  superb  garments  with  a 
deliberation  and  a  composure  that 
astonishes  even  himself 

As  each  article  of  dress  is  success- 
ively thrown  aside,  the  magnificent 
symmetry  of  that  man's  unrivalled 
form  becomes  more  and  more  appar- 
ent. Though  of  a  build  unusually 
powerful,  his  limbs  possess  all  the 
grace  and  suppleness  of  the  Apollo 
Belvidere.  He  is  one  of  those  rare 
combinations  of  strength  and  beauty, 
sp  often  represented  by  classic  statu- 
ary, yet  so  seldom  seen  in  a  liring 
model. 
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His  task  is  at  length  completed  ; 
he  is  in  tiie  primeval  costume  of  na- 
ture. Complacently  he  surveys  his 
reflection  in  the  mirror ;  for  he  is 
fully  conscious  of  his  great  personal 
advantages,  and,  in  the  vanity  of  his 
heart,  he  wishes  to  display  them  to 
the  enraptured  gaze  of  his  bride. 
And  she — who  will  say  that  she  does 
not  stealthily  contemplate  his  symme- 
trical proportions  with  secret  satisfac- 
tion— for  what  woman  could,  under 
such  peculiar  circumstances,  be  in- 
different to  the  physical  advantages 
possessed  by  the  man  of  her  choice  ? 

Alas  !  how  suddenly  did  poor 
Alice's  golden  dream  of  happiness 
vanish  forever ! 

For  there  —  upon  her  husband's 
naked  breast — in  black  characters  of 
damning  distinctness — is  branded 
the  ghastly,  hideous  words — "  CON- 
VICTED FELON!!!" 

Alice  uttered  one  piercing  scream, 
sod  fainted. 

The  marriage  guests  below  had  not 
yet  departed.  They  heard  that  awful 
cry,  which  seemed  to  be  the  very 
concentration  of  all  human  anguish. 
Mr.  Goldworthy  started  to  his  feet, 
and  his  cheeks  grew  ashy  pale. 

"  My  friends,"  said  he,  in  a  low 
tone — "  there  is  something  wrong 
with  my  child.  Remain  here,  and  1 
will  ascertain  the  cause  of  this  strange 
outcry." 

Having  armed  himself  with  a  pistol, 
he  repaired  to  his  daughter's  cham- 
ber, which  he  entered  without  cere- 
mony ;  for  when  does  a  father  stand 
on  ceremony,  when  he  believes  the 
safety  of  his  only  child  to  be  in  dan- 
ger? There,  in  the  centre  of  the 
room,  confused  and  abashed,  stood 
the  nude  form  of  the  Chevalier;  and 
there,  upon  his  breast,  did  Mr.  Gold- 
worty  behold  the  accursed  brand  of 
crime  which  had  horrified  his  daugh- 
ter, and  elicited  her  piercing  scream. 

"  Convicted  felon  !"  gasped  the  old 
gentleman,    almost   disbelieving    the 


evidence  of  his  own  senses.  "  Good 
God!  ami  dreaming,  or  do  I  actu* 
ally  behold  that  awful  badge  of  infa- 
my branded  upon  the  flesh  of  th« 
husband  of  my  child  !  Almighty 
heaven,  thy  judgments  are  inscruta- 
ble, but  this  blow  is  too  much — too 
much  !" 

IJe  buried  his  face  in  his  hands, 
and  wept  bitterly.  The  Chevalier, 
by  a  powerful  effort,  recovered  his 
accustomed  assurance  and  presence 
of  mind. 

"  Come,  my  good  sir,"  said  he — 
"  don't  get  in  such  a  bad  way  about 
a  few  insignificant  letters  which  are 
stamped  upon  me.  I  pledge  you  my 
honor  'twas  merely  done  in  jest,  in  a 
thoughtless  mnment.  Pray  retire, 
and  leave  me  to  console  my  bride  for 
her  silly  fright." 

"  Liar  and  villain  !"  cried  the  old 
man — "  vvould'st  thou,  with  a  red-hot 
iron,  brand  such  words  as  those  upon 
thee,  in  jest?  Thou  are  a  convicted 
scoundrel — an  imposter — a  murderer, 
for  aught  I  know.  Thou  hast  no 
claim  upon  my  poor  girl,  who  nov/ 
lies  there,  insensible;  the  marriage 
is  null  and  void  !" 

*'  Pooh  —  nonsense  !  "  said  th* 
Chevalier,  very  coolly — "  you  make 
a  devil  of  a  fuss  about  a  very  small 
matter.  This  brand  is  but  the  conse- 
quence of  a  youthful  folly — crime,  if 
you  will — of  which  I  have  long  sine* 
repented,  I  assure  you.  A  ruflied 
shirt  will  always  conceal  it  from  the 
world's  prying  gaze;  your  daughter 
and  yourself  are  the  only  persons  who 
will  ever  know  of  its  existence  ;  why, 
then,  should  it  interfere  with  our 
matrimonial  arrangements?" 

"  Dare  you  parley  with  me, 
villain?"  cried  Mr.  Goldworthyj 
growing  more  and  more  indignant 
at  the  other's  impudent  assurance. 
"  Hark'ee,  sir,"  he  continued,  "  the 
mystery  which  has  always  surrounded 
you,  has  been  anything  but  favorable 
to  your  reputation,  for  honest  men  ate 
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seldom  reluctant  to  disclose  all  that 
concerns  their  pnst  career  and  present 
pursuits.  But  your  damnable  effron- 
tery, and  the  accursed  fascination  of 
your  manners,  overcame  all  our  sus- 
picions relative  to  you  ;  you  were 
regarded  as  an  honorable  man,  and  a 
gentleman.  Unfortunately,  my  Alice 
loved  you,  and  in  an  evil  moment  I 
consented  to  your  union.  This  eve- 
ning, at  the  wine  table,  when  you- 
discoursed  so  learnedly  and  eloquent- 
ly upon  the  exploits  of  daring  villains, 
the  thought  struck  me  that  you  must 
have  derived  your  knowledge  of  them 
from  personal  intimacy ;  hut  I  in- 
st?intly  discarded  the  suspicion  as  un- 
worthy of  myself  and  unjust  to  you. 
But  now — now  your  guilt  can  no 
longer  be  questioned,  for  its  history 
is  written  there,  upon  your  breast! 
Scoundrel,  I  mi^ht  hand  you  over  to 
the  iron  grasp  of  the  law,  but  I  will 
not ;  resume  your  garments,  and  leave 
this  chamber — for  your  vile  presence 
cont!iminates  the  very  atmosphere, 
and  'tis  no  place  for  you  ! " 

"  No,  you  will  not  hand  me  over  to 
the  law,  neither  will  you  expose  me," 
s^id  the  Chevalier,  his  lip  curling 
with  proud  disdain,  **  Listen  to  me, 
old  man  :  you  are  right — "  I  am  a 
villain — nay,  more;  I  glory  in  the 
title.  Am  I  not  candid  with  you  ? — 
and  yet  you,  yourself,  will  be  as 
anxious  as  I  can  be,  to  keep  the  world 
ignorant  of  the  fact  that  I  am  a  vil- 
lain,— for  wilt  the  aristocratic  Mr. 
Gold  worthy  consent  that  the  public 
shall  know  that  his  beautiful  daughter 
Alice  is  married  to  a  branded  crimi- 
nal? Being  perfectly  safe,  what  need 
!■»  there  of  concealment  on  my  part? 
Know,  then,  that  [  am  ars  escaped  con- 
vict from  Botany  Bay,  to  which  colo- 
ny I  was  traasported  from  England, 
for  an  atrocious  crime.  This  brand 
upon  my  breast  was  placed  there  as  a 
punishment  for  having  attempted  to" 
murder  one  of  my  guards.  I  have 
feeen    a  pirate,  z  robber,  a    highway- 


man, a  burglar,  and  (but  let  me  whis- 
per this  word  in  your  ear,)  a  mui-der- 
er!  Ha,  ha,  ha !  how  do  you  like 
your  son-in-law  now?" 

"  Monster,  out  of  my  sight !"  cried 
the  old  man,  shuddering. 

"  Sofiiy,  softly,"  said  the  Chevalier, 
with  imperturbable  calmness — "  you 
have  not  heard  all  yet ;  of  my  skill  as 
a  pickpocket,  you  yourself  have  had 
ample  proof,  for  'twas  I  who  relieved 
you  of  the  valuable  package  last  night ; 
yet  you  dare  not  prosecute  me — for 
am  I  not  your  son-in-law  ?  But  curses 
on  my  own  indiscretion,  in  allowing 
wine  to  overcome  my  habitual  pru- 
dence !  For  had  I  not  been  partially 
intoxicated,  think  you  this  mark  of 
guilt  would  have  been  so  easily  dis- 
covered ?     No.  believe  me " 

"Silence,  villain!"  thundered  Mr. 
Goldworthy,  no  longer  able  to  contain 
his  indignation  at  the  cool  effrontery 
of  the  Chevalier — "  I  have  bandied 
words  with  you  too  long  already  ;  yoy 
see  this  pistol  ? — you  are  unarmed  ;  i 
give  you  five  minutes  lo  dress  yourself 
and  leave  the  house  ;  if  you  are  not 
gone  at  the  end  of  that  time,  I  swear 
by  the  living  God  to  shoot  you  throug!j 
the  head." 

These  last  words  were  pronounce*'; 
with  a  calmness  that  left  no  doubt  oj" 
their  sincerity  on  the  mind  of  thi' 
Chevalier.  Villain  as  he  was,  he  waf^ 
brave  even  to  desperation ;  yet  he 
hud  no  particular  wish  to  be  hurried 
into  eternity  so  unceremoniously.  He 
therefore  commenced  dressing  him- 
self, while  Mr.  Goldworthy  stood  with 
the  pistol  cocked  and  pointed  at  his 
head  with  a  deadly  aim. 

Meanwhile,  the  unfortunate  Alice 
recovered  from  her  swoorj.  Starting 
up  in  bed,  she  cast  a  hurried  glance 
at  her  father  and  the  discotnfitteu 
Chevalier.  That  glance  was  sufficien: 
to  reveal  to  her  the  true  state  of  af- 
fairs ;  and  covering  her  face  with  her 
hands,  she  wept  bitterly. 

Who   can    comprehend    the    depth 
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and  devotedness  of  woman's  love? 
Could  it  be  possible  that  there  still 
lingered  in  her  crushed  heart  a  single 
atom  of  affection  for  that  branded 
villain,  who  had  so  cruelly  deceived 
her  1  Philosophy  may  condemn  her — 
human  reason  itself  may  scoff  at  her — 
but  from  her  pure  heart  could  not 
utterly  be  obliterated  the  sincere  and 
holy  love  which  she  had  conceiv- 
ed for  that  unworthy  object.  To  her 
njight  have  been  applied  the  beautiful 
words  of  the  poet  Campbell  : 

"  Let  the  eagle  change  hie  plume, 
The  leaf  ild  hue,  the  Ilower  its  bloom, 
But  ties  arnund  that  heart  were  spun, 
Which  would  not,  could  not  be  undone." 

Before  the  expiration  of  the  pre- 
scribed five  minutes,  the  Chevalier 
was  dressed,  and  ready  to  depart. 
Turning  towards  Alice,  he  regarded 
her  with  a  look  which  was  eloquently 
expressive  of  grief,  remorse  and  sor- 
row. His  breast  heaved  convulsively  ; 
he  was  evidently  struggling  vvitli  the 
most  powerful  emotions.  A  single 
tear  rolled  down  his  cheek — he  hastily 
wiped  it  away—  murmured,  "Farewell, 
Alice,  forever  !" — and  reminded  by 
an  imperious  gesture  from  her  father 
that  the  scene  could  continue  no 
longer,  he  turned  calmly  and  walked 
out  of  the  room.  Mr.  Goldworlhy 
followed  him"  to  the  street  door,  and 
saw  him  depart  from  the  house;  then, 
with  a  deep-drawn  sigh,  he  returned 
to  his  guests,  who  were  naturally  eager 
to  know  the  nature  of  the  difficulty. 
In  answer  to  their  inquiries,  the  old 
gentleman  said — 

"  My  dear  friends,  do  not,  I  entreat 
you,  press  me  for  an  explanation  of 
this  most  melancholy  affair.  Suffice 
it  for  me  to  say,  the  Chevalier  Duvall 
has  proved  himself  to  be  utterly  un- 
worthy my  daughter.  The  marriage 
which  has  taken  place,  though  not 
legally  void,  is  morally  so.  1  beg  of 
every  one  present  to  respect  my  feel- 
ings as  a  father  and  as  a  man,  so  far' 
as  to  preserve  a  strict  silence  in  refer- 
ence  to   this    painful    matter.     The' 


Chevalier  Duvall  has  departed  from 
the  house,  and  will  never  see  my 
daughter  more."  ^ 

The  requir'^d  promise  was  given, 
and  the  guests  took  their  leave,  ex- 
periencing feelings  of  a  far  different 
nature  from  those  which  had  animat- 
ed them  at  the  commencement  of  the 
evening.  They  had  come  in  the  hap- 
py anticipation  of  witnessing  the  con- 
summation of  a  beloved  friend's  felici- 
ty ;  they  went  away  oppressed  by  a 
painful  uncertainty  as  to  the  nature 
of  the  difficulty  which  had  arisen  in 
reference  lo  the  husband,  and  chilled 
by  a  fear  that  the  earthly  happiness  of 
poor  Alice  was  destroyed  forever. 

The  Chevalier  returned  to  the 
Duchess,  to  apprise  her  of  the  total 
ruin  of  his  matrimonial  schemes,  in 
jjonsequence  of  the/ai«/  brand  upon 
his  person  having  been  discovered; 
and  we  return  to  Fanny  Aubrey,  who 
had  been  conveyed  by  Jew  Mike  to 
the  "  Chambers  of  Love,"  in  obedi- 
ence to  the  directions  given  him  by 
the  Hon.  Timothy  Tickets. 


Chapter  VII. 

Showing  tlie  operations  of  Jew  Mike  and 
liis  coadjutors — The  necessity  of  young 
ladies  looking  beneath  their  beds,  before 
retiring  to  rest. 

We  have  seen  in  what  manner  Jew 
Mike  escfiped  fjom  the  house  of  M. . 
Goldworthy,  bearing  off  the  innensible 
form  of  Fanny  Aubrey;  but  as  the 
reader  may  be  curious  to  learn  how 
the  ruffian  gained  entrance  to.  the 
house,  and  to  the  chamber  of  the 
young  lady,  we  shall  briefly  explain. 

In  the  first  place,  it  is  perhaps  un- 
derstood that  old  Tickels  applied  to 
Sow  Nance  for  assistance  in  the  busi- 
ness of  abducting  Fanny,  and  con- 
veying her  to  that  den  of  iniquity  call- 
ed the  "  Chambers  of  Love," — which 
place  will  be  hereafter  described. 
Nance,  on  being  applied  to,  informed 
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her  employer  that  she  had  a  "  love 
cull,''  (paramour,)  who  was  exactly 
suited  to  the  business,  and  who  would, 
for  a  proper  compensation,  engnge  to 
do  the  job.  Tickels  was  delighted 
with  the  proposal,  and  efgerly  desired 
to  haie  an  early  interview  with  her 
accommodating  lover.  But  there  was 
a  difficulty;  Jew  Mike  had  an  invin- 
cible repugnance  to  going  abroad  un- 
der any  circumstances,  inasmuch  as 
he  had  recently  been  engaged  in  a 
heavy  burglary,  and  the  pleasure  of 
his  company  was  earrie>tly  sought  af- 
ter by  police  officer  Storkfeather  and 
other  indefatigables.  He  was  safely 
housed  in  the  "  Pig  Pen,"  and  re- 
garded it  as  decidedly  unsafe  to  ven- 
ture out,  even  to  execute  a  piece  of 
work  as  profitable  as  the  one  which 
Mr.  Tickels  wished  him  to  perform. 
It  was  finally  arranged  that  the  latter 
getitleman  should  call  on  Mike  at  the 
"  Pen,"  on  a  certain  evening.  This 
wag  done  ;  and  the  result  of  that  in- 
terview was,  thjit  Mike,  for  and  in 
consideration  of  receiving  the  bum  of 
one  hundred  dollars,  agreed  to  carry 
off  Fanny  Aubrey,  and  deposit  her 
safely  in  the  "  Chambers  of  Love." 

To  obviate  the  possibility  of  Mike's 
being  overhauled  by  his  old  friends 
the  police  officers,  it  was  arranged 
that  a  cab  should  be  at  his  entire  dis- 
posal;  the  same  vehicle  would  serve 
to  convey  the  young  lady  with  secresy 
and  rapidity  to  the  place  destined  fi)r 
her  imprisonment.  Tickels  engaged 
to  have  Mike  privately  introduced  in- 
to the  house  of  Mr.  Goldworthy,  and 
it  wBs  effected  in  this  manner. 

On  the  night  previous  to  the  abduc- 
tion, at  about  the  hour  of  nine,  a  cab 
was  driven  through  Ann  street,  and 
baited  in  front  of  the  dance  cellar 
which  communicated  with  the  "  Pig 
Pen."  The  driver  of  this  vehicle  was 
a  sable  individual,  who  has  since  ac- 
tained  some  notoriety  under  the  cog- 
nomen of  "Jonas."  He  :s  iiitimateiy 
acquainted  with  the  locaticj  and  con- 


I  dition  of  every  house  of  prostitution 
in  Boston,  and  enjoys  the  familiar  at- 
quaintance  of  many  white  courtezans 
of  beauty  and  fashion,  not  a  few  of 
whom  (so  'tis  said,)  testify  their  ap- 
preciation of  his  valuable  services  in 
bringing  them  profitable  custom,  by 
freely  granting  him  those  delightful 
privileges  which  are  usually  extended 
to  white  patrons  only,  who  can  pay 
well  for  the  same.  Jonas  has  lately 
become  the  editor  and  proprietor  of 
that  valuable  periodical  known  as  the 
"  Key  to  the  Chambers  of  Love," 
which  is  a  card  containing  a  list  of 
almost  every  bovver  of  pleasure  in 
Boston,  with  the  names  of  their  keep- 
ers. It  is  a  document  which  is  exten- 
sively patronized  by  the  sporting 
bloods.  This  fortunate  darkey  it  was, 
then,  who  was  employed  in  the  deli- 
cate matter,  the  progress  of  which  we 
are  now  describing. 

He  had  no  sooner  halted  his  cab, 
as  we  have  stated,  than  there  cautious- 
ly issued  from  the  cellar  an  individual 
carefully  concealed  from  observation 
by  a  huge  slouched  hat  and  cloak. 
This,  it  is  almost  needless  to  say,  wa? 
Jew  Mike  himself.  Having  greeted 
Jonas  with  the  assurance  of  "  all 
right,"  he  quickly  entered  the  cab, 
and-the  sable  driver  started  his  horse 
towards  Howard  street  at  a  slapping 
pace. 

In  the  neighborhood  of  the  Athen- 
83um,  the  cab  paused,  and  Mike  got 
out.  He  was  instantly  joined  by  the 
Hon.  Mr.  Tickels,  who  said  to  Jo- 
nas— 

"  Drive  away,  and  be  on  this  spot 
agSin,  with  your  horse  and  cab,  pre- 
cisely at  twelve  o'clock.  Remain 
here  until  one;  if  by  that  time  Mike 
does  not  make  his  appearance,  you 
will  know  that  the  job  can't  be  done 
to-night,  and  you  need  wait  no  longer. 
To-morrow  night,  be  on  this  spot 
again,  at  twelve,  and  remain  until 
one — and  don't  fail  to  repeat  this 
every  night  until   Mike    appears  with 
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ihe  young  woman  he  is  to  carry  off. 
For  every  night  thai  you  come  here, 
you  shall  be  paid  five  dollars.  Do 
you  understand  ?" 

"  Yes,  indeed,  ole  boss,"  replied 
the  delighted  Jonas,  displaying  his 
mouthful  of  dominoes  — "  dat  five 
dollars  ebery  night  will  'nable  dis 
colored  person  to  shine  at  de  balls  of 
de  colored  society  dis  winter  ;  per- 
haps be  de  manager — yah,  yah,  yah!" 
When  giving  utterance  to  his  pecu- 
liar laugh,  Jonas  makes  a  noise  as  if 
he  were  undergoing  the  process  of 
being  choked  to  death  by  a  fat  saus- 
age. Having  thus  given  vent  to  his 
satisfaction,  he  mounted  his  cab  and 
drove  off.  When  he  had  departed, 
Tickels  drew  Mike  within  the  dark 
shadow  of  a  building,  and,  in  whis- 
pered tones,  thus  addressed  him  : — 

"  1  have,  as  you  are  aware,  succeed- 
ed in  bribing  one  of  Goldvvorthy's 
servants  to  admit  you  into  the  house, 
and  conceal  you  until  the  favorable 
moment  arrives  for  you  to  bear  off  the 
prize.  Whether  you  do  it  to-night, 
or  to-morrow  night,  or  the  next,  you 
must  be  sure  to  do  it  only  between 
the  hours  of  twelve  and  one,  for  only 
during  that  interval  of  time  will  Jonas 
and  his  cab  be  in  waiting  for  you. 
When  the  time  for  action  arrives, 
you  must  satisfy  yourself  that  all  is 
still  in  the  house — that  all  have  re- 
tired. I  have  ascertained  that  Gold- 
worthy  and  his  household  almost  inva- 
riably retire  to  rest  at  ten  o'clock  ; 
therefore,  it  is  reasonable  to  suppose 
that  they  are  all  asleep  by  twelve.  At 
that  hour,  if  you  think  the  coast  is 
clear,  steal  cautiouj'ly  forth  from  your 
place  of  concealment,  and  noiselessly 
enter  the  young  lady's  chamber  ;  this 
you  will  have  no  difficulty  in  doing, 
for  I  hnve  taken  the  pains  to  ascer- 
tain that  she  never  takes  the  precau- 
tion to  lock  the  door." 

"  But,"  interrupted  Jew  Mike — "  in 
that  large  mansion,  containing  so 
many  apartments,  how  shall   I  know 


for   certainly  which  particular  room 
the  young  woman  sleeps  in?" 

"  I  have  anticipated  and  provided 
for  that  difficulty,"  rejoined  Tickels-^ 
"  although  the  servant  whom  I  have 
bribed^,  could  doubtless  direct  you  to 
the  chamber.  Mere,  on  this  sheet  of 
paper,  I  have  drawn  a  diagram  of  the 
entire  building  ;  by  studying  it  for  a 
few  minutes,  you  will  readily  be  ena- 
bled to  find  your  way  to  any  part  of 
the  house.  —  To  resume  :  you  will 
enter  the  chamber,  and  assure  your- 
self that  the  young  lady  is  sleeping; 
this  is  an  important  point,  because,  if 
she  should  chance  to  be  awake,  and 
observe  you,  she  would  naturally 
scream  with  affright,  which  would 
ruin  everything.  Well,  having  satis- 
fied yourself,  beyond  a  doubt,  thai  she 
is  fast  asleep,  you  will  softly  approach 
the  bed,  and,  in  the  twinkling  of  an 
eye,  bind  and  gag  her  !  so  that  she 
will  be  utterly  incapable  of  voice  or 
motion.  Then  take  her  in  your  arms, 
steal  noiselessly  down  stairs,  and 
make  your  exit  by  the  front  door, 
which  will  be  left  unlocked  for  that 
purpose.  Having  reached  the  street, 
leap  with  your  precious  burden  into 
the  cab,  and  Jonas  will  drive  you  with 
all  speed  to  the  '  Chambers.'  Take 
off  your  shoes  when  in  the  house,  and 
your  footsteps  will  be  less  liable  to  be 
heard.  Now,  Mike,  I  have  one  re- 
quest to  make:  I  know  the  laxity  or 
your  principles  with  respect  to  the 
virtue  of  honesty,  and  admire  your 
system  of  appropriation-^ — but  steal 
nothing,  not  even  the  merest  trifle,  in 
the  house.  I  will  tell  you  why  I  re- 
quire this  of  you  ;  when  the  young 
lady  is  missed,  if  property  is  also 
missed,  they  will  naturally  suppose 
that  both  she  and  the  valuables  have 
been  carried  off  by  some  marauder  ; 
for  they  could  never  believe  her  to  be 
guilty  of  theft  ;  and  their  affection 
for  her  would  prompt  them  to  make 
every  effort  for  her  recovery.  If,  on 
the   contary,  no  property  disappears 
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with  her,  they  may  possibly  think 
that  she  has  vohintarily  eloped,  and 
will  be  apt  to  trouble  themselves  very 
fittle  about  her,  for  her  supposed  in- 
{/ratitnde  will  arouse  their  indignation. 
Do  you  not  perceive  and  acknowl- 
edge the  force  of  my  argument?" 

Jew  Mike  replied  that  he  certainly 
did,  and  assured  his  worthy  employer 
that  he  would,  for  the  first  time  m  his 
life,  refrain  from  stealing,  even  where 
he  had  an  excellent  opportunity. 

"  This  heroic  self-denial  on  your 
part  is  worthy  of  the  highest  commen- 
dation," said  Mr.  Tickels.  "  I  have 
but  one  more  observation  to  make, 
and  then  I  will  detain  you  no  longer. 
If  it  should  unfortunately  happen  that 
you  are  detected  in  this  business,  for 
God's  sake  don't  bring  ray  name  in 
connection  with  it.  Tell  them  that 
your  design  was  to  rob  the  house: 
ihey  will  send  you  to  jail,  and  no  mat- 
ter how  many  charges  may  be  brought 
against  you,  1  have  money  and  influ- 
eace  sufficient  to  procure  your  libera- 
tion. Now,  my  good  fellow,  do  you 
consent  to  this?" 

Mike  answered  affirmatively;  and 
the  two  proceeded  towards  Mr.  Gold- 
worthy's  house.  Fortunately  for  their 
operations,  there  was  no  moon,  and 
the  night  was  intensely  dark;  there- 
fore, tliey  were  by  no  means  likely  to 
be  observed  by  any  prying  individual 
Of  inquisitive  Charley — besides,  the 
g'entlemen  who  belong  to  the  latter 
class,  prefer  rather  to  indulge  in  a 
comfortable  doze  on  some  door-step, 
than  to  go  prowling  about,  imperti- 
nently interfering  with  the  business  of 
enterprising  burglars  and  others,  who 
"•prefer  darkness  rather  than  light." 

The  Hon.  Mr.  Tickels  and  Jew 
Mike,  having  reached  Mr.  Goldwor- 
thy's  house,  stationed  themselves  in 
front  of  the  door,  and  after  a  short 
pause,  to  assure  themselves  that  all 
was  right,  the  former  worthy  gave 
utterance  to  three  distinct  coughs, 
which   were,  however,  rendered  in  aj 


very  low  lone.  The  signal  was  an- 
swered almost  immediately  ;  the  door 
was  softly  opened,  and  a  man  made 
his  appearance;  this  was  the  unfaith- 
ful seivant  who  had  been  bribed 
to  admit  a  villain  into  his  master's 
house. 

"Is  everything  right,  Gushing?'^ 
asked  Tickels,  in  a  whisper. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  replied  the  fellow,  in 
the  same  tone — "there's  no  one 
stirring  in  the  house  except  myself, 
as  Mr.  Goldworthy  and  the  ladies 
have  gone  to  the  theatre,  and  have 
not  yet  returned;  and  as  to  the  other 
servants,  they  have  all  gone  to  bed." 

"  That's  well,"  remarked  Tickels 
— "  now,  Mike,  this  man  will  conceal 
you  in  some  safe  place.  If  the  busi- 
ness can  be  done  to-night,  do  it;  if 
not,  defer  it  until  a  favorable  opportu- 
nity presents  itself.  You  know  all  the 
arrangements ;  therefore  I  need  not 
repeat  them.  Fulfil  your  contract, 
and  come  to  me  for  your  reward. 
Good  night." 

He  departed.  Gushing  desired  Jew 
Mike  to  follow  him  into  the  house; 
the  latter  obeyed,  and  was  conducted 
into  a  small  room,  which  the  servant 
gave  him  to  understand  was  his  sleep- 
ing chamber. 

"  Is  this  to  be  my  place  of  conceal- 
ment?" demanded  Jew  Mike,  glanc- 
ing around  with  a  growl  of  dissatis- 
faction— "  damn  it,  you  couldn't  hide 
a  mouse  here  without  its  being  dis- 
covered." 

"  That's  true  enough,"  rejoined 
Gushing — "you  can't  hide  here,  that's 
certain.  I  confess  I  am  at  a  loss 
where  to  put  you.  There's  no  time 
to  be  lost,  for  I  expect  my  master  and 
the  ladies  to  return  every  instant. 
Hell  and  furies,  there's  the  carriage 
now!— they  have  come  !" 

It  was  true ;  a  carriage  stopped  at 
the  door,  and  they  could  hear  the 
voices  and  footsteps  of  people  enter- 
ing the  house. 

"We   are    lost!"    cried   Gushing, 
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pale  with  fear — '*  yet  stay ;  there  is 
but  one  way  of  escaping  immediate 
detection.  Have  you  the  courage  to 
hide  in — in " 

"Courage!"  exclaimed  Mike,  in 
great  rage — "  show  nie  a  place  of  con- 
ceahnent,  and  I'll  stow  myself  in  it, 
if  it  be  hell  itself!  Our  enterprise 
must  not  fail  by  mv  being  discovered 
here." 

"Q,uick,  then — this  way — follow 
me — softly,  softly,"  whispered  the 
other,  conducting  Mike  up  a  flight  of 
stairs,  and  into  a  handsomely  furnish- 
ed bed-chamber. 

"This,"  said  Gushing  — "is  the 
room  in  which  Miss  Fanny  Aubrey 
sleeps  ;  the  young  lady  whom  you  are 
to  carry  off.  It  is  the  best  place  in 
the  world  for  you  to  conceal  yourself 
in,  for  your  victim  will  be  almost 
within  your  grasp.  Quick — stow 
y our seK under  the  bed,  in  the  farthest 
corner.  She  will  not  discover  you, 
if  you  keep  perfectly  quiet,  for  you 
will  be  screened  from  view  by  the 
thick  curtains  of  the  bed.  If  you  can- 
not do  the  job  to-night,  you  must 
remain  in  your  hiding-place  all  day 
to-morrow — and  indeed,  you  must  not 
think  of  stirring  forth,  until  the  mo- 
ment arrives  for  you  to  carry  off  Miss 
Fanny.  I  will  contrive  to  supply  you 
with  food  and  drink.  Hark! — by 
God,  somebody  is  coming  up  stairs. 
I  must  be  off— under  the  bed  with 
you — quick,  quick!" 

In  a  twinkling  was  Jew  Mike  snuji- 
ly  ensconced  beneath  the  bed,  while 
Gushing  hastily  left  the  chamber,  and 
repaired  to  his  own  room. 

Within  the  space  of  one  minute  af- 
terwards, Fanny  Aubrey  entered  her 
chamber,  accompanied  by  a  maid-ser- 
vant bearing  a  light. 

"You  may  set  down  the  candle, 
Matilda,  if  you  please,  dear,"  said 
Fanny,  in  her  sweet,  gentle  voice— - 
"  and  leave  me,  for  I  shall  not  need 
your  assistance  to  undress  me." 

"  Indeed,  Miss,  axing  your  pardon, 


I  shall  do  no  such  thing,"  responded 
Matilda,  who  was  a  buxom,  good-hu- 
mored, and  rather  good-looking  young 
woman  ;  and  with  a  kind  of  respectful 
familiarity,  she  began  to  perform  upon 
her  young  mistress  the  delicate  and 
graceful  duties  of  afemmede  chambre. 

"You  are  very  silly,  Matilda,  thus 
to  insist  upon  waiting  on  me;  I,  that 
am  as  poor  as  yourself,  and  was  brought 
up  as  nothing  but  a  fruit  girl." 

"Lor,  Miss!"  cried  Matilda,  hold- 
ing up  her  hands  with  a  sort  of  pious 
horror — "how  can  you  compare  your- 
self with  the  likes  of  me?  You  were 
born  to  be  a  lady,  and  I  am  so  happy 
to  be  your  servant — your  own  ladies' 
maid  !  You  will  have  a  fine  husband 
one  of  these  days.  Miss.  Now,  if  I 
might  make  so  bold,  there  is  that  pret- 
ty young  gentleman.  Miss  Alice's 
cousin,  Master  Clarence " 

"Hush,  Matilda,"  interrupted  Fan- 
ny, blushing  deeply — "what  has  Mas- 
ter Clarence  to  do  with  me  ?  you  are  a 
silly  creatu.re.  Make  haste  and  nn- 
dress  me,  since  you  will  do  it,  for  I 
atn  so  tired  and  sleepy  !" 

Matilda  did  as  as  she  was  desired, 
but  being,  like  all  other  ladies'  maids, 
very  talkative,  kept  up  a  '  running 
commentary '  on  the  charms  of  her 
young  mistress,  as  ladies  maids  are 
very  apt  to  do. 

"  What  beautiful  hair!"  quoth  the 
abigail,  in  an  under  lone,  as  if  she 
were  merely  holding  a  sociable  chat 
with  herself — "  for  all  the  world 
like  skeins  of  golden  thread ;  and 
what  a  fair  skin  !  just  like  a  he;ip  of 
snow,  or  a  newly  washed  sheet  spread 
out  to  bleach.  Patience  alive!  this 
pretty  arm  beats  Mrs.  Svvelhy's  wax- 
work all  hollow ;  and  these  beauti- 
ful  ." 

"  You  vex  me  to  death  with  your 
nonsense,  Matilda,"  cried  Fanny — 
"  how  tiresome  you  are !  Pray  be  si- 
lent." 

Thus  rebuked,  the  ladies'  maid  con- 
tinued her  task  in  silence.    When  the 
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young  lady  was  disrobed,  and  about  to 
retire  to  bed,  she  was  startled  by  a 
sudden  exclamition  of  Matilda's — 

"  Bless  nie,  Miss  I  what  noise  was 
that?  It  sounded  as  if  somebody  was 
hid  somewhere  in  this  very  chamber." 

They  both  paused  and  listened;  all 
was  again  still.  Fanny,  as  well  her 
maid  had  certainly  heard  a  slight  noise, 
which  seemed  to  have  been  produced 
by  a  slow  and  cautious  movement,  and 
sounded  like  the  rustling  of  a  curiain. 

"  'TwAS  nothing  but  the  noise  of  the 
night-breeze  agitating  the  window 
curtains,"  remarked  Fanny,  at  length 
with  a  smile. 

Ah!  neither  she,  nor  her  maid,  saw 
the  two  fearful  eyes  that  were  glaring 
at  them  from  among  the  intricate  folds 
of  the  curtain,  beneath  the  bed ! — 
Neither  saw  they  the  dark  and  hideous 
countenance  of  the  ruffian  that  lay 
concealed  there. 

"Well,  Miss,"  said  Matilda,  not  over 
half  re-assured  by  the  words  of  her 
mistress — "  it  may  be  nothing,  as  you 
say  ;  but,  for  my  part,  I  never  go  to 
bed  a  single  night  in  the  year,  with- 
out first  looking  under  the  bed  to  see 
that  nobody  is  hid  away  there.  And 
I  advise  you  to  do  the  same,  Miss  ;  and 
I  am  sure  you  would,  if  you  only 
knew  what  happened  to  my  cousin 
Bridget." 

"  And  what  was  that,  pray?"  asked 
Fanny,  as  she  got  into  bed,  and  set- 
tled herself  comfortably,  in  order  to 
listen  to  what  happened  to  cousin 
Bridget — all  her  fears  in  regard  to  the 
noise  which  she  had  heard,  having 
vanished. 

"  Why,  you  see,  miss,"  said  Ma- 
tilda, seating  herself  at  the  bed-side, 
— "  cousin  Bridget  was  cook  in  a 
gentleman's  family  in  this  city,  and  a 
very  nice  boily  she  was,  and  is  to  this 
day.  In  the  same  family  there  lived 
a  youDg  man  as  was  a  coachman,  very 
good  looking,  and  very  attentive  to 
Biddy,  as  we  call  her  for  shortness, 
miss.     But,  though  he  was  desperate 


in  love  with  my  cousin,  she  would 
give  him  no  encouragement,  and  the 
poor  fellow  pined  away,  and  neglect- 
ed his  wittles,  and  grew  thin  in  tlesh, 
until,  from  being  called  Fat  Tom,  he 
got  to  be  nicknamed  the  'Natomy, 
which  means  a  skeleton.  It  was  in 
vain,  miss,  that  poor  'Natomy  threat- 
ened to  take  to  hard  drinking,  or 
pizen  hiinself  with  Prooshy  acid,  un- 
less she  took  pity  on  him  —  not  a 
smile,  or  a  kiss,  or  a  hope  could  he 
get  from  cousin  Biddy.  Now,  be- 
tween ourselves,  I  really  think  she 
had  a  sort  of  a  sneaking  notion  after 
him;  you  know,  miss,  that  we  women 
folks  like  to  tease  the  men,  by  making 
them  think  that  we  hate  'em,  when 
all  the  time  we  are  dead  in  love  with 
'em.  Well,  matters  and  things  went 
on  pretty  much  as  I  have  said,  for 
some  time;  until  something  happened 
that  made  a  great  change  in  the  feel- 
ings of  cousin  Biddy  towards  Tom 
the  coachman.  Biddy  slept  in  a  nice 
little  bed-room  in  the  attic — all  by 
herself;  and  Tom  slept  in  another 
nice  little  bed-room  in  the  attic — all 
by  /limself,  too.  Well,  miss,  one 
night  Biddy  went  to  a  fancy  ball  in 
Ann  street,  given  in  honor  of  her 
brother's  wife's  second  cousin,  Mrs, 
MacFiggins,  having  been  blessed  with 
three  twins  at  a  birth  ;  she  danced 
very  late,  and  drank  a  great  deal  or 
hoi  toddy,  which  made  her  so  nervou.s 
that  she  had  to  go  home  in  a  hackney- 
coach.  She  went  to  bed,  but  the 
toddy  made  her  feel  so  very  uncom- 
fortable, that  she  had  to  get  up  again, 
during  the  night;  and  she  happened, 
by  accident,  to  reach  her  hand  under 
the  bed — and  what  do  you  tiiink, 
miss?  her  hand  caught  hold  of  some- 
thing— she  pulled  it  towards  her,  out 
from  under  the  bed — and  oh,  my  gra- 
cious!  what  must  have  been  the  feel- 
ings of  the  poor  body,  when  she  found 
that  she  had  taken  hold  of  a  man's — 
nose  !  and,  what  was  worse  than  all, 
that  nose  belonged  to  Tom,  the  coach- 
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man!  My  poor  cousin  Biddy,  on  ma- 
king this  awful  discovery,  gave  a  low 
scream,  and  fainted;  and  then — and 
then,  miss — in  about  half  an  hour, 
when  she  came  to  her  senses,  on  find- 
ing that  nobody,  except  Tom,  had 
heard  her  scream,  she  felt  so  kind  of 
put  out  a[)ont  the  whole  matter,  that 
she  agreed  to  marry  Tom,  if  he  would 
promise  never  to  say  nothing  about  it. 
He  agreed,  and  in  a  Cew  weeks  after- 
wards they  were  man  and  wife.  I 
heard  this  story,  mis.s,  from  Biddy  s 
own  lips,  and  it's  as  true  as  gospel. 
So  that  is  the  reason  why  I  look  under 
my  bed  every  night,  to  see  if  anybody 
is  hid  away  there;  because  the  very 
idea  of  having  a  man  under  a  body's 
bed,  is  so  awful !  But  bless  me,  miss 
— you  are  fast  asleep  already,  and  1 
dare  say  you  haven't  heard  half  of  my 
story." 

Matilda  was  right;  Fanny  had  fall- 
en asleep  at  the  most  iftteresting  point 
of  the  foregoing  narrative,  and  she 
was  therefore  in  blissful  ignorance  of 
^he  catastrophe  by  which  cousin  Biddy 
became  the  wife  of  Tom  the  coach- 
man. The  ladies'  maid,  muttering 
her  indignation  at  the  very  little  in- 
terest manifested  in  her  story,  by  her 
young  mistress,  left  the  chamber,  and 
took  herself  off  to  bed,  leaving  the 
candle  burning  upon  the  table. 

Half  an  hour  passed;  all  through- 
out the  house  wafs  profoundly  still. 
The  deep  and  regular  breathing  of 
Fanny  indicated  that  she  slept  sound- 
ly. A  s<nall  clock  in  the  chamber 
proclaimed  the  hour  of  midnight* 
'•Scarce  had  the  tiny  sounds  died  away 
in  silence,  when  the  hideous  head  of 
Jew  Mike  cautiously  emerged  from 
beneath  the  bed.  The  ruffian  noise- 
lessly crept  forth  from  his  place  of 
concealment,  and  stood  over  the  fair 
sleeper.  Having  satisfied  himself  of 
the  soundness  of  her  slumbers,  he 
drew  from  his  pocket  the  handkerchief 
and  cord  with  which  he  intended  to 
gag  and  bind  her. 


At  that  moment,  Fanny  stirred, 
and  partially  awoke  ;  quick  as  light- 
ning, Jew  Mike  crouched  down  upon 
the  carpet,  and  crawled  beneath  the 
i)ed.  To  his  inexpressible  mortifica- 
tion and  rage,  the  young  lady  arose 
from  the  couch,  advanced  to  the  table, 
and  having  snuffed  the  candle,  and 
llirown  a  shawl  over  her  shoulders, 
seated  herself,  and  taking  up  a  book, 
began  to  read.  The  truth  is,  she  ftlt  Jj 
herself  rather  restless  and  unwell,  and 
determined  to  while  away  an  hour  or 
so  by  perusing  a  few  chapters  in  tin 
work  of  a  favorite  author. 

The  clock  struck  one,  and  then 
Jew  Mike  knew  that  his  villainoiw 
plans  could  not  be  carried  o\it  that 
night.  A  few  minutes  afterwards,  the 
negro  Jonas,  who  had,  since  twelve 
o'clock,  been  waiting  with  his  horse 
and  cab  near  Mr.  Goldworthy's  house 
in  Howard  street,  drove  off — the  sable 
genius  muttering,  as  he  urgued  hw 
'  fast  crab  '  onward — 

"Five  dollars  for  to-night,  and  five 
more  lor  to-morrow  night — dat  I'm 
sure  of,  any  how;  gorry,  dis  nigger'a 
in  luck." 

After  the  lapse  of  fifteen  or  twenty 
minutes,  Fanny  Aubrey  closed  her 
book,  and  again  retired  to  bed.  Again 
she  slept ;  and  for  that  night,  she  was 
safe.  Mike  knew  that  the  cab  had 
departed,  and  was  obliged  to  defer 
the  e.Kecnlion  of  his  scheme  until  the 
next  night,  or  even  for  a  longer  peri- 
od, if  a  favorable  opportunity  did  not 
then  occur. 

Poor  Fanny !  during  the  remainder 
of  that  night  her  slumbers  were  attend- 
ed by  peaceful  and  pleasant  dreams. 
What  if  she  had  known  that  beneath 
her  couch  there  lurked  a  desperate 
and  bloody  ruffian,  impatiently  await- 
ing the  hour  when  he  could  bear  her 
off  to  a  fate  wor.-e  than  death! 

Slowly  wore  the    night    away ;  and 
at    length    the    cheerful    rays    of    the       ^ 
n)orning  sun,  shining  upon    the  beau- 
tiful countenance  of  the    fair  sleeper, 
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awoke  her  from  her  slumbers.  She 
arose — gracefully  as  a  young  fawn  did 
she  spring  from  the  chaste  embraces 
»f  her  luxurious  couch,  and  carroling 
forth  a  gay  air — the  gushing  gladness 
of  her  hnppy  heart — she  proceeded  to 
perform  the  duties  of  her  toilet.  Now, 
like  a  naiad  at  a  fountain,  does  she 
lave  that  charming  face  and  those 
ductile  limbs  in  the  limpid  and  rose- 
scented  waters  of  a  portable  bath, 
sculptured  in  marble  and  supported 
by  four  little  Cupids  with  gilded 
wings  ;  then,  like  the  fabled  mermaid, 
does  she  arrange  Jier  shining  hair  in 
that  style  of  beautiful  simplicity  which 
is  so  becoming,  and  so  seldom  suc- 
cessfully accomplished, even  by  women 
ef  undoubted  taste.  The  amorous 
mirror  glowingly  reflects  her  young 
and  budding  charms,  as  she  coquet- 
tishly  admires  the  loveliness  of  her 
delieious  little  person,  half  blushing 
at  the  sight  of  her  own  voluptuous 
nudity.  Little  does  sh»^  stispect  that 
the  savage  eyes  of  a  concealed  ruffian 
are  gloating  with  lecherous  delight 
upon  her  exposed  form  ! 

In  happy  unconsciousnesa  of  this 
hideous  scrutiny,  the  young  lady  hav- 
ing completed  the  preliminary  arrange- 
ments of  her  toilet,  proceeded  lo  array 
herself  in  a  charming  and  delicate 
morning  costume.  Although  it  could 
not  be  said  that 

"  Her  3iiowy  iDreast  was  bare  to  ready  spoil 
Of  hungry  eyes," 

yet  these  lines  from  Thomson's  Seas- 
ons might  be  applied  to  her,  with  pe- 
culiar force : — 

"Her  polish's  limbs 
Veil'd  in  a  simple  robe,  their  •  oat  attire, 
Reyond  the  jximp  of  dress  ;  for  l')vp,li;iess 
Needs  not  the  foreimi  aid  of  oriiainem, 
But  is,  when  unadiirii'd,  adom'd  the  most." 

She  was  scarcely  dressed,  when  the 
breakfast  bell  sounded  its  welcome 
peal  ;  and  she  hastened  below  to  take 
her  place  at  the  hosspitable  family 
table. 

During  the  whole  of  that  day,  Jew 
Mike  did    not  venture    to   stir    once 


from  his  retreat.  In  the  forenoon,  a 
female  domestic  came  and  arranged 
the  bed,  without  discovering  him  ; 
after  a  while,  Fanny  came  into  the 
chamber,  to  dress  for  dinner,  which 
being  done,  she  withdrew  without  sus- 
pecting the  presence  of  the  villainous 
Jew  Mike,  who  again  had  an  opportu- 
nity of  feasting  his  eyes  on  her  denu- 
ded charms.  Late  in  the  afternoon, 
much  to  the  joy  of  the  ruffinn,  who 
I  was  half  starved,  Gushing  stole  into 
the  chamber,  bringing  with  him  some 
provisions  and  a  bottle  of  wine;  these 
he  hastily  passed  under  the  bed,  and 
abruptly  retired,  for  he  was  apprehen- 
sive of  being  detected  in  the  room, 
which  would  have  ruined  all. 

Night  came  on.  Mike  was  a  wit- 
ness of  the  scene  which  took  place 
between  Alice  GbldvvQrthy  and  Fan- 
ny, wherein  the  latter  charged  the 
Chevalier  with  having  stolen  the  pack- 
et of  money.  JThe  reader  knows  how 
Fanny  was  afterwards  awakened  from 
her  sleep  by  a  horrid  dreaiTi,  and  how 
she  discovered  the  form  of  a  marr 
bending  over  her — that  man  was,  of 
course,  Jew  Mike.  It  will  be  recol- 
lected that  the  young  girl  screatned 
and  fainted  ;  that  Cinrence  Argyle 
rushed  into  the  chamber,  and  was 
instantly  shot  down  by  Mike — and 
that  the  ruffian  made  his  escape  from 
the  house,  bearing  off  the  unfortunate 
girl  in  his  arms. 

Jonas  was  in  waiting  at  a  short  dis- 
tance from  the  house;  Mike  lustily 
entered  the  cab  with  his  burden,  and 
the  negro  dro^e  rapidly  towards  War- 
ren street,  wherein  was  located  the 
"  Chambers  of  Love." 

The  vehicle  halted  before  a  house 
of  decent  exterior;  Jew  Mike  came 
out,  bearing  the  still  insensible  girl  j 
the  door  of  the  house  opened,  and  he 
entered  ;  then  the  door  closed,  and 
aJl  was  still.  With  a  low  chuckle  of 
satisfaction,  Jonas  whipped  his  horse 
into  a  gallop,  and  away  he  rattled 
through  the  silent  and  deserted  streets. 
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Chapter  VIII. 

The  Chambers  of  Love. — Conclusion. 

On  entering  the  house  i::  Warren 
street  with  his  burden,  Jew  Mike 
passed  thrciigh  a  dark  pasvsage,  and 
(-■titered  a  lurge,  well-lighted  and  weli- 
t'lirriished  room.  Here  he  was  re- 
ceived by  a  rather  stout  and  extremely 
good-looking  female,  the  landlady  of 
the  house,  who  rejoiced  in  the  pecu- 
liar title  of  Madame  Hearthstone. 
Notwithstanding  the  lateness  of  the 
hour,  several  courtezans  of  the  ordi- 
nary class  were  lounging  about,  or 
indolently  conversing  with  a  few  inti- 
mate male  friends,  who  were  proba- 
bly their  private  lovers,  or  pimps. 

"Well,"  said  Madame  Hearthstone, 
with  a  smile  of  satisfaction — "you 
liave  caught  the  bird  at  last,  I  see  ; 
but  she  must  not  remain  here,  for 
when  she  recovers  from  her  swoon, 
she  may  take  it  int(f  her  head  to 
scream,  or  make  a  disturbance,  which 
niiglit  be  heard  in  the  street.  We' 
will  carry  her  below  to  the  Chambers, 
and  there  she  may  make  as  much 
noise  as  she  pleases — there's  no  pos- 
sibility of  her  ever  being  overheard  by 
people  above  ground!" 

lu  obedience  to  her  directions,  Jew 
Mike  again  took  the  young  girl  in  his 
arms,  and  followed  Madame  out  of  the 
room,  while  she  bore  a  light.  She 
led  the  way  into  a  bed-chamber  on 
the  second  floor,  which  apartment 
was  furnished  with  that  luxury  so  in- 
variably found  in  the  bowers  of  land- 
ladies of  pleasure,  who  care  but  little 
for  the  comfort  of  their  boarders, 
so  long  as  they  themselves  are  "  in 
clover." 

The  walls  of  Madarae's  chamber 
were  beautifully  adorned  with  fancy 
paper,  representing  panels  in  gilded 
frames,  decorated  with  wreaths  of 
flowers.  The  lady  advanced  towards 
one  of  these  panels,  and  kneeling 
down  upon  the  floor,  touched  a  secret 
spring;  instantly    a  door,   which   had 


previously  been  invisible,  sprang  open, 
revealing  aji  aperture  large  enouo-h  to 
admit  a  person  f-tanding -upriirht 

The  reader  must  not  be  surprised 
that  the  landlady  should  thus  expose 
to  Jew  Mike  the  means  of  entering 
her  private  rendezvous;  for  Mike  was 
perfectly  in  her  confidence,  having 
often  before  i)een  employed  to  convey 
victims  to  that  den,  and  being  already 
well  acquainted  with  the  mystery  of 
the  secret  panel. 

They  entered  the  aperture  —  the 
landlady  bearing  the  light,  and  the 
ruffian  carrying  the  unconscious  form 
of  Fanny  Aub'rey.  Having  carefully 
closed  the  panel  behind  them,  they 
began  to  descend  a  long  flight  of  steps, 
so  steep  and  narrow,  that  extrenie 
care  was  necessary  to  enable  then;  to 
preserve  their  footing.  * 

Down,  down  they  went,  seemingly 
far  into  the  bowels  of  the  earth.  Al 
length  they  arrived  at  the  bottom,  and 
a  stout  oaken  door  intercepted  their 
further  progress.  The  landlady  pro- 
duced a  key,  and  the  door  swung  back 
upon  its  massive  hinges  ;  they  entered 
a  vast  apartment,  fitted  up  in  a  style 
of  splendor  almost  equal  to  the  fabled 
mao-nificence  of  a  fairy  palace. 

The  hall  was  of  circular  shape,  sur- 
mounted by  a  dome,  from  which  hung 
a  superb  chandelier,  which  shed  u 
brilliant  light  over  the  gilded  orna- 
ments and  voluptuous  paintings  that 
adorned  the  walls.  In  the  centre  stood 
s  table,  laden  with  fruits,  and  wines, 
around  which  were  seated  half  a 
dozen  young  females,  all  very  beauti- 
ful, and  several  of  them  nearly  lialf 
naked.  Two  of  these  girls,  who  were 
more  modestly  dressed  than  the  oth- 
ers, seemed  sad  and  dispirited  ;  their 
four  companions,  however,  appeared 
vicious  and  reckless  in  the  extreme. 

"Girls,"  said  the  landlady,  adtlress- 
ing  them — "  I  have  brought  you  a 
new  sister;  she  has  come  to  learn  the 
delightful  mysteries  of  Venus.  Give 
her  all  the  instruction  in  your  power, 
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and  learn  her  the  arts  and  ways  of  a 
finished  courtezan." 

Jew  Mike  laid  Fanny  upon  a  sofa ; 
the  girls  crowded  around  her,  and  re- 
garded her  with  looks  of  interest  and 
joy. 

"  She  is  very  pretty,"  said  one  of 
them,  a  bold,  wanton  looking  young 
creature,  of  rare  beauty,  her  seduc- 
tive form  wholly  revealed  beneath  a 
single  light  gauze  garment,  such  as 
are  worn  by  ballet  girls — "  I  will  be- 
come her  teacher;  I  will  siiovv  her 
how  to  turn  the  brains  of  men  crazy 
with  passion,  and  bring  the  proudesi 
of  them  grovelling  at  her  feet.  Oh, 
'tis  delightful  to  humble  the  lords  of 
creation,  as  they  call  themselves,  and 
make  them  whine  for  our  favors  like 
so  many  sick  spaniels!" 

"  Yon  are  a  girl  of  spirit,  Julia," 
said  the  landlady,  regarding  her  with 
a  look  of  admiration— r"  and  will 
make  a  splendid  courtezan." 

"But,"  cried  Julia,  with  sparkling 
eyes  and  a  heaving  breast — "  when 
shall  I  become  a  courtezan  1  How 
long  must  I  remain  here,  pining  for 
the  embraces  of  fifty  men,  and  endur- 
ing the  impotent  caresses  of  but  one, 
— and  he,  bah  !  a  fellow  of  no  more 
fire  or  animation,  or  power,  than  a 
lump  of  ice  !" 

"  Have  patience,  my  love,"  rejoined 
the  landlady — "Mr.  Lawyer  may  be 
a  poor  lover,  but  he  is  a  profitable 
patron  ;  so  long  as  he  pays  liberally 
for  your  exclusive  favors  in  these 
*  Chambers,'  you  must  receive  him, 
for  yon  will  share  the  profits,  when 
you  '  turn  out,'  And  now  see  what 
you  can  do  in  the  way  of  restoring 
this  new  comer,  for  her  o^vner  will  be 
here  soon,  to  see  her.  Carry  her  into 
the  Salin  Chamber,  which  is  to  be 
her  room,  and  when  she  revives, 
make  her  partake  of  some  refresh- 
ments." 

The  landlady  and  Jew  Mike  left 
the  hall ;  the  massive  door  was  re- 
locked,   and   they    ascended    to    the 


upper  regions  of  .the  house,  leaving 
Fanny  Aubrey  to  ihe  care  of  the  in- 
mates of  the  luxurious  Chambers 
below. 

The  Satin  Chamber  was  an  apart- 
ment of  moderate  dimensions,  which 
adjoined  the  principal  hall.  It  wa;- 
comi)lctely  lined  throughout  with 
white  satin,  which  produced  an  effc-ct 
so  voluptuous  as  to  defy  description. 
Into  this  gorgeous  bower  of  lust,  the 
girls  carried  Fanny,  and  laid  her  down 
upon  a  soft  and  yielding  couch. 

Restoratives  were  applied,  and  she 
was  speedily  brought  to  a  state  of  con- 
sciousness. Her  wonder  and  aston- 
ishment may  easily  be  imagined,  when, 
on  starting  up,  she  found  herself  in 
that  strange  place,  surrounded  by  a 
group  of  showily  dressed  females, 
some  of  them  indecently  nude. 

Without  answering  her  eager  in- 
quiries, as  to  where  she  was,  and  how 
she  came  there,  they  brought  her 
wine  and  other  refreshments,  o(  which 
they  compelled  her  to  partake, 

"You  are  in  a  place  of  safety,  and 
among  friends,"  said  one  of  them,  a 
beautiful  brunette  of  sixteen,  whose 
glossy  hair  fell  in  rich  masses  upon 
her  naked  shoulders  and  bosom. — 
This  abandoned  young  creature  was 
a  Jewess,  named  Rachel ;  her  own 
wild,  lascivious  passions  had  been  the 
cause  of  her  being  brought  to  the 
'  Chambers,'  rather  than  the  arts  of 
the  man  who  was  at  that  time  enjoy- 
ing her  delectable  favors. 

"  Yes,  dear,"  chimed  in  the  volup- 
tuous Julia — "  we  are  your  sisters, 
and  it  will  be  our  task  to  teach  yon 
the  delights  of  love,  while  you  remain 
among  us. — But  come,  girls;  let  us 
leave  our  sister  to  repose  ;  she  is  a  lit- 
tle Venus,  and  will  dream  of  Cupid's 
pleasures,  and  when  she  awakes  from 
her  soft  slumbers,  she  may  find  herseh 
in  the  arms  of  an  impetuous  lover. — 
Happy  girl !  I  envy  her  the  bliss  which 
she  is  soon  to  experience,  because  it  is 
to  her,  as  yet,  a  bliss  untasted." 
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EacJi  of  the  embryo  Cyprians  kissed 
the  iiiteiuiei!  victim;  some  did  it  al- 
most pa-sioriiitely,  as  if  their  libidin- 
ous nilmes  dt^rived  a  gratification 
oven  ill  kissing  one  <»!'  tlieir  own  sex; 
some  did  it  laughingly,  with  whisper- 
ed words  of  encouragement  and  con- 
gratulation ;  but  one  of  them,  less 
hardened  than  tlie  rest,  dropped  a  tear 
of  pity  on  her  cheek,  and  in  a  genlle, 
yet  lallering  voice,  mtirmnred — "Poor 
girl,  I  am  sorry  for  you  !"  They  de- 
parted, and  Fanny  was  left  alone — 
alone  with  her  tears,  her  troubled 
thoughts,  and  a  thousand  fears ;  for 
she  remembered  having  seen  the  ruf- 
fian at  her  bed-side,  and  although  she 
recollected  nothing  of  what  had  sub- 
sequently occurred,  still  she  doubted 
not  that  she  had  been  carried  to  the 
place  where  she  found  herself,  for 
gome  terrible  purpose. 

The  six  '  daughters  of  Venus  '  re- 
turned to  the  principal  hall,  and  had 
scarcely  resumed  their  places  at  the 
table,  when  the  door  was  opened,  and 
an  old  gentleman  entered.  He  was  a 
very  tal,I,  erect,  slim  personage,  dress- 
ed in  blue  broadcloth,  his  neck  neatly 
enveloped  in  a  white  cravat,  garnished 
with  a  shirt  collar  of  uncommon  mag- 
nitude. Judging  from  appearances, 
he  might  formerly  have  been  an  indi- 
vidual of  rather  comely  presence  ;  but, 
strange  to  say,  he  was  almost  entirely 
destitute  of  a  nose — the  place  former- 
ly occupied  by  that  important  feature, 
'jeing  now  supplied  by  a  s^ump  of 
flesh  little  larger  than  an  ordinary 
pimple.  This  deformity  gave  his  face 
an  aspect  extremely  ludicrous,  if  not 
positively  disgusting  ;  and  was  the  re- 
sult of  an  indiscieet  amour  in  former 
limes,  which  not  only  communicated 
the  fiery  brand  of  destruction  to  his 
nasal  organ,  but  also  effectuallv  dis- 
qualified him  from  any  further  direct 
indulgence  in  the  amorous  gambols 
of  Venus.  _  Thus  painfully  afflicted, 
'  Tom  Lawyer,'  as  he  has  always  been 
familiarly  called,  was  obliged  to  con- 


tent himself  with  such  enjoyments  rs 
lay  within  the  liniiied  range  of  his 
physical  powers — enjoyments  which, 
though  rather  unsatisfactory,  were 
nevertheless  expensive;  yet  his  im- 
mense wealth  enabled  him  to  com- 
mand them.  To  explain:  he  would 
maintain  in  luxury  some  beautiful 
young  female,  with  whotn  he  would 
pass  a  portion  of  his  leisure  time  in 
liarmless  dalliance — therefore  was  he 
the  patron  of  the  voluptuous  Julia, 
whom  he  kept  strictly  secluded  in  the 
'Chambers,'  fearing  that  her  unsatis- 
fied passions  would  seek  their  '  legiti- 
mate gratification,'  were  an  opportu- 
nity afforded  her  to  do  so. 

As  he  entered,  Julia  affected  the 
utmost  delight  at  seeing  him,  and  rush- 
ing into  his  arms,  almost  devoured  him 
with  kisses ;  and  then  she  followed 
him  into  an  adjoining  chamber,  her 
beautiful  countenance  wearing  an  ex- 
pression of  ill-concealed  disgust. — 
They  entered — the  door  was  closed, 
and — we  dare  not  describe  what  fol- 
lowed. 


At  an  early  hour,  on  the  morning 
succeeding  these  events,  Jew  Mike 
called  on  the  Hon.  Mr.  Tickels,  for 
the  purpose  of  receiving  the  one  hun- 
dred dollars,  which  had  been  promised 
him  as  the  reward  of  his  villainy  in 
abducting  Fanny  Aubrey. 

On  learning  that  the  infamous  pro- 
ject had  been  crowned  with  comipleie 
success,  the  old  libertine  was  overjoy- 
ed beyond  measure;  but  when  Mike 
demanded  the  one  hundred  dollars, 
hia  face  lengthened — for  he  was  ava- 
ricious as  well  as  villainous,  and  his 
recent  loss  of  five  thousand  dollars,  in 
favor  of  the  Chevalier  and  the  Duch- 
ess, made  him  exceedingly  loth  to  part 
with  a  cool  hundred  so  easily.- — Not 
exactly  knowing  the  sort  of  a  man  he 
had  to  deal  with,  he  assumed  a  stern 
tone  and  aspect,  and  said — 

"One    hundred    dollar?,   for    two 
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tjights'  work!  Do  you  take  me  for  a 
fooH  Here,  fellow,  is  twemy  dollars 
for  you,  and  I  consider  you  are  well 
paid  for  your  trouble." 

"But,  sir,"  remarked  Mike^ — "you 

4jnow  you  promised " 

"Pooh! — promises  are  nothing; 
when  a  man  wants  to  get  possession  of 
a  pretty  girl,  he'll  promise  anything; 
when  she  is  once  in  his  power,  he  is 
not  so  liberal.  Here,  take  your  twen- 
ty dollars,  and  be  off!" 

"  And  is  this  my  reward  and  thanks 
for  the  risk  I  have  run  !"  demanded 
Jew  Mike,  bitterly. 

*'  I've  no  time  to  waste  words  with 
you,"  rejoined  Tickels,  haughtily — 
*'  1  know  you  ;  you're  an  old  offender, 
and  I  could  send  you  to  prison,  if  I 
(ihose,  without  paying  you  a  cent. — 
Once  more,  take  the  money,  or  leave 
it." 

"Then  you  would  break  your  con- 
tract with  me?  Be  it  so — keep  your 
money  ;  but,  by  God  !  I'll  drink  your 
heart's  blood  for  this  !  My  name  is 
Jew  Mike,  and  I  have  said  it.  Fare- 
well, till  we  meet  again  !" 

He  rushed  from  the  house,  leaving 
Tickels  divided  by  joy  at  having  saved 
a  hundred  dollars,  and  fear  in  conse- 
quence of  the  ruffian's  savage  threat 

Five  minutes  after  Mike's  depar- 
ture, Corporal  Grimsby  entered,  an- 
nounced the  abduction  of  Fanny 
Aubrey  from  the  house  of  her  friends, 
on  the  preceding  night,  and  boldly 
accused  Tickels  of  having  been  the 
cause  of  that  outrage.  The  details 
of  this  interview  are  related  in  the 
sixth  chapter  of  this  narrative  ;  it  is 
consequently  unnecessary  to  repeat 
them. 

Satisfied  in  his  own  mind  that  old 
Tickels  was  at  the  bottom  of  the 
business,  and  that  Jew  Mike  was  the 
agent  em[)loy('d,  the  Corporal  made 
the  best  of  his  way  to  Ann  street,  re- 
solved to  find  the  Jew,  and  prevail 
upon  him,  by  bribes,  to  disclose  the 
place  where  Fanny  had  been    carried. 


During  the  whole  of  that  day,  he 
searched  in  vain;  Mike  was  nowhere 
to  be  found  ; — towards  evening,  how- 
ever, as  the  old  gentltnisn  was  about 
to  abandon  the  search  in  des-pair,  he 
was  informed  by  *  Cod-mouth  Pat,' 
whom  he  had  enlisted  in  his  service, 
that  Mike  had  just  been  seen  to  enter 
the  '  Pig  Pen.'  Wilh  sonse  difficulty, 
our  friend  contrived  to  gain  an  en- 
trance to  that  '  crib,'  where  he  had 
the  satisfaction  to  find  the  object  of 
his  anxious  search  brooding  over  a 
half  pint  of  gin.  The  ruffian  instant- 
ly recognised  in  the  Corporal,  the 
person  who  had  escaped  from  the 
'Coal  Hole,'  some  time  previonsly; 
but  every  hostile  feeliug  vanished, 
when  the  old  man  announced  the  ob- 
ject of  his  visit  to  be  the  discovery  of 
Fanny  Aubrey,  and  the  punishment 
of  the  villain  Tickels. 

Without  entering  into  details  which 
might  prove  tedious,  suffice  it  to  say 
that  Jew  Mike  agreed  to  conduct  tlr« 
Corporal  to  the  place  where  Fanny 
was  confined,  on  condition  that  tb« 
punishment  of  old  Tickels  should  be 
left  en'  rely  to  him,  (Mike).  This 
was  assented  to,  and  the  pair  instantly 
set  out,  in  a  cab,  for  the  'Chambers 
of  Love,'  in  Warren  street — the  Cor- 
poral, eager  to  rescue  poor  Fanny 
from  the  power  of  her  persecutors, 
and  the  Jew  thirsting  to  revenge  him- 
self upon  his  employed,  for  having  re- 
fused to  give  himi  the  stipulated  re- 
ward. 


That  same  evening,  at  about  the 
hour  of  seven,  the  Hon.  Timothy 
Tickels  issued  from  his  residence  in 
South  street,  and  proceeded  towards 
Warren  street,  which  having  reached, 
he  entered  the  mansion  of  Madame 
Hearthstone.  That  lady,  with  a  sig- 
nificant smile,  conducted  him  to  her 
chamber,  and  opened  the  secret  panel; 
they  descended  the  steps>,  and  Mr. 
Tickels  was  ushered  in  the  grand  hall 
of  the   '  Chambers  of   Love.'      The 
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F:in(ll:idy  pointed  to  the  door  of  the 
:it);Kt!ncnt  to  which  Fanny  Anbrey 
had  been  conveyed  ;  thR  old  libertine 
opened  the  door,  and  entered. 

Ill  a  few  moments  a  piercing  scream 
is  heard — then  another;  but  alas! 
those  sounds  couhl  not  be  heard 
above,  from  the  deptlis  of  that  vohip- 
li!0\is  tomb.  But  IjarU  ! — there  is  a 
U')i:>e  without — nearer  and  nearcir 
comr's  the  tnirjiilt — the  great  door  is 
burst  open  with  a  tremendous  crash, 
and  Jew  Mike  rushes  in,  followed  hv 
Corporal  Grimsby.  '"This  way!" 
shouts  the  Jew — "  Forward  !"  re- 
sponds tlie  gallant  Corporal.  They 
reach  the  door  of  the  Satin  Chamber 
— they  open  it. 

"  Brick-bats  and  paving-stones  !  just 
in  time  again !" 

There,  upon  a  satin  couch,  her 
dress  disordered  and  torn,  her  face 
flushed,  her  hair  in  wild  disorder,  her 
bosom  naked  and  bleeding,  lay  Fanny 
Aubrey,  panting,  writhing,  fiercely 
struggling  in  the  ruffian  grasp  of  the 
villain  Tickels,  who  savagely  turned 
and  confronted  the  intruders.  In  an 
instant,  he  was  stunned  by  a  powerful 
blow  from  the  gigantic  fist  of  Jew 
Mike,  and  Fanny  was  folded  in  the 
arms  of  her  preserver,  the  brave  old 
Corporal. 

They  left  that  underground  hell — 
the  Corporal,  bearing  the  now  over- 
joyed Fanny  in  his  arms,  and  Jew 
Mike,  half  carrying,  half  draggiiig  the 
insensible  form  of  old  Tickels,  They 
reached  the  chamber  above,  and 
emerged  from  the    secret   panel  ;  the 

Cosiclasiosa. 

The  Conclusion  of  a  Tale  is  like   llie  end  of  a  jour- 

■  iiey :  llie  Author  Ihrowj  asiile  his   pen  aaJ  fiioL-ica|)  as 

the  liretl  irave'ler  does  the  dusty  garmeiits  of  the  mad, 

anU  stretcUiii?   himself  at  ease,  looks  back  upou  the 

various  companions  of  his  erratic  ramblings. 

The  cnriocity  of  the  reader  is  doubtless  liijlily  ex 
cited  to  know  vvho  "  Corporal  Grimsby  "  is.  Circum- 
stances, we  regret  to  aay,  will  not  permit  us  to  slate 
definitely — but  should  a  guess  be  rf.ade  thai  the  wor- 
thy old  Corporal,  and  a  certain  Capi.  S ,  command- 
er of  a  Revenue  Cutter,  were  one  and  the  .same  person, 
\yo  will  venture  to  say  that  the  conjecture  would  not 
be  far  removed  from  the  actual  truth. 

The  ''Chevalier  Duvall  "  and  the  "Duchess"  still 
oonlinue  in  their  brilliant  career  of  crime,  in  Boalon. 


lifTrightened  inmates  of  the  nouse  of- 
fered no  resistance  ;  they  entered  the 
cab  which  was  in  waiting,  and  were 
driven  to  the  residence  of  the  Corpo- 
ral, who,  with  his  fair  yoaug  protege, 
•dight(;d,  and  entered  the  house  ;  then 
Jew  Mike  and  his  victini  were  driven 
to  Ann  street,  and  the  vehicle  halted 
before,  the  cellar  which  l'.:d  to  the 
'  Pig  Pen.' 

Tiic  night  WIS  very  dark,  and  no 
one  observed  tlie  Jew,  ;i??,  issuing 
from  t!ie  ca'.»,  he  descended  into  the 
cellar,  bearing  in  his  powtirfil  f.rms 
the  unconscious  form  of  I'ickels. 
Foriuiiaiely  lor  liim,  he  passed  through 
the  cellar  and  '  Pig  Pen,'  without  e.\- 
citing  much  notice,  as  the  hour  was 
too  e.iriy  lor  ihe  usual  revellers  of  the 
place  to  assemble,  and  those  who  saw 
liiin,  merely  sup[)osed  tliiit  he  was  car- 
rying some  drunken  friend  to  a  place 
of  safety  from  the  police — a  sight 
common  enough  in  that  region.  iMke 
needed  no  liirlit  to  (T'l'de  his  i'uotsteps, 
he  traversed  the  dark  passage,  he  seiz- 
ed the  iron  ring,  and  drew  up  the  trap 
door  of  the  'Coal  Hole,'  frosn  v\diich 
the  Corporal  so  providentially  escaped. 
Then,  with  a  deep  curse,  he  oast  the 
old  libertiii.'i  into  the  dark  abyss, 
closed  the  entrance,  and  departed. 

When  Tickels  revived,  and  found 
himself  in  that  loathesome  place,  he 
rent  the  air  with  his  cries  and  suppli- 
cations ;  but.  no  aid  came  to  the  crime- 
polluted  wretch,  and  in  a  few  dnys  he 
sank  beneath  the  ci>m!)ined  effects  of 
despiir,  starvation,  and  the  fceted  at- 
mosphere, and  miserably  perished. 

We  regret  that  the  limits  of  Ihe  pre.?ent  work  have  not 
permilied  us  to  recor.l  iimre  Inlly  their  exlniordinar) 
operations  in  voluptuous  intrigue  and  stupendous  fraud. 

Fanny  Aubrey  is  again  a  happy  inmate  of  the  family 
of  Mr.  Golilvvorihy.  Poor  Alice,  ah  hough  a  shade  has 
been  ca.st  over  her  pure  lile  by  the  dark  villainy  of 
the  Chevalier,  has  been  restored  to  a  state  of  compara- 
tive felicity  by  the  constant  kindness  and  s-ympalhy 
of  her  rchnives  and  friends. 

"  Jew  Mike  "  has  gone  on  a  professional  tour  to  the 
South  and  West.  "  Sui»  Nance"  has  become  ihe  most 
abandoned  prv)stiiute  in  Ann  street. 

Dear  reader,  thanking  thee  for  ths  patience  with 
which  thou  hast  accompanied  us  in  our  devious  wan- 
derings, and  hoping  that  thou  hast  not  always  found 
us  to  be  a  dull  companion,  we  bid  thee  farewell. 


